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FOREWORD 


APTAIN HEYDEMARCK’S request for a 
foreword to War FLyINGIN MAcEponta reached 
me via his translator and his publisher. It was 
accompanied by an advance copy of his book, which I 
have read with considerable interest and great pleasure. 
I have found his pages full of wholesome love of his 
work and a kindly feeling for those unfortunate airmen 
of all camps who faced the intense heat and cold, the 
mosquitos, the barrenness and hideousness of Mace- 
donia and who fell or survived as the fortune of war 
dictated. My pilot (Sidney Beare) and myself were 
both fortunate and unfortunate, for we met in the air 
Lt. von Eschwege, the star scout pilot of Capt. 
Heydemarck’s staffel. He was flying I believe a 
Halberstadt machine capable of doing 120 m.p.h. 
on the level and had the use of two guns synchronized 
with his propeller and he was a first class shot! 
Our Nieuport (new though it was) could achieve but 
80 m.p.h. The odds were, of course, heavily against 
us and when Eschwege’s bullets got through our 
gravity tank (not to mention our bodies) we had to 
land ; what a very skilful landing Captain Beare made 
in spite of his injuries! We were, of course, in 
enemy territory. After a long delay we were taken 
to hospital at Boiran, thence later to Drama. Dr. 
Slavtcheff was the surgeon who attended to our 
wounds and he found it necessary to amputate my 
right foot. We shall always remember his kindness 
and sympathy to us in our sorry plight. After being 
discharged from hospital we were sent to Philipopolis, 

there to linger until the end of hostilities. 
It is a far cry from a medical practice in a country 
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town in Staffordshire to Captain Heydemarck’s office 
in Berlin, where he is now in business as a publisher 
and a vety much farther cry to the Macedonia where 
we fought on opposite sides, but this book which is 
well translated and easy to read gives an accurate 
account of events that took place when J was an ob- 
server in No. 17 Squadron R.F.C. and revives memories 
which had been growing fainter and fainter. I can 
heartily recommend this book to any youngster who 
is ait-minded. I hope that he or she will gather from 
it some sound and profitable advice as to the care of 
machines. The importance of spending time and 
cate on aircraft by a very efficient personnel is stressed 
frequently and Lt. von Eschwege proved his all-round 
ability by personal attention to his machines on the 
ground, thus enabling him to secure a great measure 
of success in the air. There can be nothing better for 
an Air Force than pilots who understand and nurse 
their craft. Success is bound to follow. Apart from 
the love he lavished on his “ buses,” Sidney Beare and 
I will always remember Eschwege’s solicitude for us 
and our wounds. He brought to us in hospital gifts 
of chocolate, books and cigarettes. Alas! that he is 
dead. May his soul rest in peace after his many 
flights. 

In conclusion I must thank the author and translator 
for the honour and kindness they have accorded me 
in asking my help for these prefatory remarks. I can 
only hope that in some small measure they will 
enhance the value of this very interesting volume, 
which gives such a vivid account of War Flying in a 
remote and undesirable corner of the world. 

EMP. Hyde. 
Et. eee. 
17th Squadron, 
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CHARTER 
ALL BEGINNINGS ARE DIFFICULT 


P to the end of 1916 I flew reconnaisances for 
Section 17 in the Champagne. But after my 
friend, Take Engmann, had fallen in action, I went off 


1 See Double Decker C.666 and Flying Section 17, published by John 
Hamilton, Ltd. 
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to southern Serbia, where my old C.O. had taken over 
Flying Section 30, which was attached to the st 
Bulgarian Army. I was able to report to Captain 
Mohr at Hudova on the first day of the Christmas 
holidays. 

*“‘ Nice job for you, my dear fellow,” he greeted 
me. “ We're the first section down here to get a 
serial camera. You got used to this filming business 
in the West, so Maes can get us ene here.” 


The coe cameta’s Miacette—an Albarter with a 200 
h.p. engine—stands ready to take off. I test my 
machine gun as we roll up to the starting point— 
O.K.! When the mechanics withdraw, I bend over to 
Sergeant Roth: 

“ Aren’t you going to try your gun?” 

He shakes his head. “ We don’t do it until we are 
in the air. We can blaze away anywhere in the 
mountains—not a soul there.” 

Good enough for me. SoI give hima nod, and we 
whizz off. I settle down comfortably into my seat 
and study the map. As Roth has been flying here for 
a long time and knows the front thoroughly, it will 
be an easy job to whack him on to the right course. 

“ Tacktacktacktack ...”’—ah, now he’s getting his 
trial shots in. The rattle seems to please him, for he 
refuses to stop it. I bend over to him in surprise, but 
he still ejects burst after burst. 

Then the business gets a bit too thick for me. Those 
ate just the bullets we might want in a fight! I give 
him an irritated whack on his helmet and display my 
annoyance in his mirror. But he shrugs his shoulders 
and goes on shooting. 

Has the fellow gone mad ? I lay a rough hand on his 
right shoulder and threaten him with my fist because 
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the roar of the engine and the rattle of the machine 
gun make verbal communications impossible. But 
he shrugs his shoulders again and turns round so that 
I can see the helpless look in his eyes through the glass 
of his goggles. At the same moment he raises his 
tight hand and points to the stick. 

I perceive with horror that he is not pressing the 
trigger button. The mechanism of the trigger, which 
is regulated by the motion of the propeller, has got 
itself jammed—and now the bullets are chasing one 
another out of the barrel, and we have no means of 
stopping them. That is not the worst, however; if 
there was nothing else, we could land and look fools. 
But—and it makes my heart go hot and cold in turns— 
the action of the gun is no longer synchronized. 
Many bullets are passing through the wooden pro- 
peller blades instead of to one side of them ! 

Any second may bring the catastrophe. The 
propeller blades are still holding together, but sooner 
ot later they must burst asunder, and if a large piece of 
wood hits a strut or a wing, the terrific speed at which 
it is travelling will produce the same effect as a hit by 
a shell-splinter and smash up the machine. Even 
if we ate spared this calamity, the tragic fate of 
Immelmann still threatens us. In his case only one 
propeller blade broke away, but the uneven strain 
wrenched his engine from its bed—the machine 
broke up—and the cockpit carried Immelmann down 
to his death. 

Then—an idea of salvation! I place my mouth 
against Roth’s ear and scream through the hellish 
din: “Engine off!” 

He shrugs his shoulders: “ Can’t hear you!” 

Light dawns on him when I explain my meaning 
by gestures. His hand moves quickly to the switch. 
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The propeller’s revolutions grow slower, as only the 
ait-pressure moves it—but the machine-gun goes on 
shooting. Again and again Roth bangs at the 
mechanism in his efforts to cease fire—but in vain ! 

There is still a way out; if we cut the ignition, the 
ptopeller generally goes dead, especially if the glide 
is kept quite fla I bend over again swiftly: 
“Tgnition off!” 

Roth turns the key to ‘‘ Off.” But—as we might 
expect—it fails to work this time. The air pressure 
keeps the propeller revolving, while the machine-gun 
continues to rattle away. 

No other way out ; we must submit to the Destiny 
which will decide the question of life or death for us 
in a few seconds. My heart is quite calm now. We 
can do nothing mote to help ourselves—we must just 
wait, wait. The seconds drag out endlessly. My 
will revolts against this inactivity, but it is soon under 
control again. Wait, wait! 

Perhaps we can—what’s that >—a sharp report and 
a heavy blow, as if some gigantic fist has hit us. 
We know at once—it is the decisive moment! (See 
sketch at chapter heading.) 

One second—two seconds—three seconds. 


The seconds drip away into the past like sluggish 
oil. . . . Timidly, at first, and then with an ever- 
increasing rush comes the recognition of our in- 
conceivable luck. We are not falling; we are still 
gliding. The two propeller blades only brushed 
past us when they broke away. Moreover, they both 
flew off at the same moment, so the engine still 
remains firmly embedded in its block. 

Of the long blades only two short stumps remain. 
The air-pressure cannot move them—the engine is 
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dead—and so, at last, at last the machine-gun is 
silenced. 

A fine jet of water spurts over us. A splinter of 
wood has slit the cold-water jacket. What does it 
matter? The worst danger is over—we have liberty 
of action again. 

T nod joyfully in the mirror to the good Roth, and 
he laughs joyfully back at me. Now our only job is 
to bring the propellerless machine safely down to 
eatth. Already we have sunk below the ridges 
of the mountains which flank the Vardar valley. 
Obliquely, below us, our aerodrome beckons. Shall 
we be able to reach it in a prolonged glide, or must 
we make a forced landing outside? That would cer- 
tainly be a bad business, because landing places are 
few and far between here in Macedonia. 

Now we ate only thirty metres above the lowest 
level of the valley—a flat turn to bring our nose into 
the wind—we flatten out—come to earth—taxi and 
come to a standstill, cleanly, on both wheels, with our 
tail-skid in the very middle of the aerodrome. Roth 
has made a masterly landing. (Photograph 1.) 

We clamber out joyfully, and the first thing we do is 
to light cigarettes. Now all is well with us again. 

Dear earth! Dear sun! Dear life! 

And now our comrades come running up. Victims 
of such misfortunes are certain of a tagging. As we 
have come out of the business unscathed, hearts are 
eased and tongues loosened. The captain’s relief 
twinkles visibly in the eye, unadorned by the monocle. 

“Now, look here, my dear fellow! I fetch you 
from the West as an ace who can show my gentlemen 
what flying is, and then you let me down like that!” 

But an impertinent greenhorn hands me a thin 
mulberry branch and declaims : 
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“Who is the greatest victor? He who conquers 
himself ! 

“Who is the greatest airman? He who shoots 
himself down ! ” 

We join in the laughter heartily. Our lives are 
worth more to us than the price of a few jokes at our 
expense. 

In the afternoon the machine is made serviceable 
again with a new propeller. This time everything 
goes off according to plan. The film-strips I bring 
home ate good. 


Bad news arrived from my old section. Another 
two machines had been lost in the last month. One 
was flown by Diessner, who was to have been my 
pilot after Engmann’s death. But we also had our 
own losses ; a teconnaissance machine, belonging to 
our forward Staffel at Drama, failed to return. 

As we learnt later, Captain G. W. Murlis Green 
shot holes in both its tanks over Likovan—i.e., 
twenty kilometres behind the lines—so that the engine 
went dead and our people were forced to land at 
Mekes. ‘Two days later an Englishman flew over 
our aerodrome at Hudowa at a great height and 
dropped a note, to which a streamer was attached. 
It informed us that both pilot and observer were 
slightly wounded, but otherwise well, and made 
inquiries about certain airmen whom we had taken 
prisonets. 

The inquiry was unnecessary, because we always 
performed this comradely service on principle. But 
it sometimes happened that the streamer of such a 
message was caught by the wind and carried away 
into the mountains, where it was impossible to recover 
it. 


I. WHAT WAS LEFT OF THE PROPELLER 


2. A MOTORING ROAD IN MACEDONIA 
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As there was a wart on, it was not possible to 
eliminate the tragic incidents which disturbed these 
humane contacts every now and then. Thus, a 
machine belonging to a neighbouring section failed 
to return from a front patrol, and two English 
machines were reported flying over our aerodrome the 
following day. Lieutenant Burckhardt went up and 
shot one of them down. 

With the dead pilot we found the note which he 
was to drop down; it contained the news that both 
our people were prisoners but unwounded. Despite 
our joy at a victory we were very sorry for what 
had happened, but we could not possibly guess the 
nature of the mission on which the two English 
machines had set out. 

My turn to-day—yours to-morrow | 

As officer for serial photography, I had to instruct 
Lieutenant Gerth, who always brought some excellent 
pictures home. Unfortunately, I had to suspend his 
education because he and his pilot, Corporal Bruck- 
haus, were shot down and taken prisoners. Bruck- 
haus, an experienced pilot with many front patrols 
to his name, usually flew with Lieutenant Gessner, 
who had been sent elsewhere on temporary duty. 
Only a few weeks previously this couple had carried 
out a magnificent long-distance reconnaissance, which 
took them a great distance into Greece. 

Happily, our scouts evened matters up the same 
day by bringing a two-engine Caudron down. It fell 
just behind the enemy’s front line, where it was 
shot to pieces By Suiparion batteries: 


Now and me we had some very thick air of a 
night. Once my batman thumped me out of my 
sleep in pitch darkness. 
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“Two Farmans, 200 metres up, heading for 
drome ! ” 

A bomb raid! But am I going to leave my warm 
bed and creep into the cold cellar? Not likely! 
Not every bomb hits its mark. 

I listen excitedly. The roar of the engines sounds 
damned near. Hadn't I better. ..? Uhere it ts 
—a “S-s-s-t,” swelling in tones that grow ever 
higher, and then a dull “ Humm!,” 

The earth shivers, and I hear a low crackling in the 
wall. I hold my breath—-but the expected detonation 
does not come. A dud! 

A few seconds later the performance is repeated, 
but in somewhat fainter tones: “ S—t—Hum!” 

So that is another dud! Then the roar of the 
engines dies away, and J fall asleep again.... 

The next morning I had a look at the bombs. I 
did not need to go far, because the first dud—a 
6o-kilo bomb—lay only five metres from the corner 
of the hut where my bed stood. After removing all 
the glass from the windows of our aitmen’s castle 
and striking the neighbouring tent-hangar, we 
exploded the bomb. 

The detonation was something to hear. Although, 
as careful folk, we dug a shallow crater round the 
bomb, the air-pressure was powerful enough to lift 
the roof off our dark room. If the heavy thing had 
gone off when it hit the ground, with me only five 
metres away behind my mud wall, I imagine that I 
should not have been particularly happy. 


CHAPTER II 


LIEUTENANT VON ESCHWEGE 


IEUTENANT BRAUNECK—he fell after his 

ninth victory—shot down the leader’s machine of 
an English squadron. It contained Major Black, 
the commander of No. 47 Squadron. 

Accompanied by Hesse, who afterwards made a 
name for himself by his Berlin to Baghdad flight, I 
went to the scene of the crash to recover the body. 
We did not get back to Hudova until after midnight, 
because the roads were so damaged by the rainy 
weather that on one occasion it took a team of six 
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horses to pull our car out of amud hole. (Photograph 


2.) 

As I was dead tired with the exertions of the 
journey, I intended to sleep late the following morning. 
But someone banged at my door in the grey dawn. 
Enemy aircraft again? No, it was only the skipper. 

“ Hearty congratulations! You’re taking over our 
Staffel at Drama. Off to Greece with you ! ” 


The next day I took the train to Uskub, where I 
reported to Captain von Blomberg, the O.C. Aviation. 
Lieutenants Walter and Rittau initiated me into my 
job with the map. 

“ Your Staffel flies for the 2zoth Turkish Corps and 
the roth Bulgarian division, with staff headquarters at 
Drama. Here is your aerodrome, close to the town.” 

Walter passed his hand over several thousand 
square kilometres. “ Your reconnaissance areal” 

I measured the front. From Orljak to the mouth 
of the Struma we had an air line of about sixty kilo- 
metres long overland; then came the coastal sector 
of about 100 kilometres from Rendina to the mouth 
of the Mesta. I nodded. 

“ Altogether 160 kilometres of front for three 
reconnaissance machines ; a bit of a tall order!” 

Rittau laughed. “Can’t be helped. No more 
available. But you’ve got a scout machine as well.” 

I pointed tothe map. ‘ Three English aerodromes 
on the land front, and another two on the coast. And 
we have one scout.” 

Then Rittau laughed again. “ Yes, but the scout 
is Eschwege!” 


I caught the train and resumed my journey. It 
took me one day to reach Sofia, from which town I 
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needed a night, a day and another night to get to 
Drama via Adrianople, Ferejik and Xanthi. I occu- 
pied a compartment with three Bulgarian officers, a 
maior (major), a kapitan (captain), and a podporud- 
schik (lieutenant), who shared their bread and local 
wine with me in good comradely fashion. Each of 
us occupied a corner, but they gave me a window 
seat, so that they could show me their native land 
better. When night fell, the three took one side of 
the carriage to let me stretch myself out and sleep on 
the other. I made a shamed protest against this act 
of warm comradeship, but the major raised his hand 
in a playful threat : 

“You longer journey! You leftnat, obey when 
major command!” They beamed when I told them 
I was bound for Drama: ‘“‘ Ah—to Eschwege!” 

And they told me a few things about him. A few 
days previously the Bulgarian official communiqué 
had announced his fourth victory. (Photograph 3.) 
The Bulgarian captain had been an eye-witness of his 
second, and described it to me in detail. 

“ Eschwege—bjelomorssko orel, the Eagle of the 
Aegean Seal” 

The name stuck to him. 


The English report on the operations of the 16th 
Wing gave the following account of Eschwege’s 
fourth victory : 

“On the morning of February 12th, 1917, 
Captain Green and Lieutenant J. C. F. Owen took 
off from Orljak aerodrome, on their B.E.12s, to 
attack and destroy the enemy Fokker scout of 
Drama aerodrome. When our pilots had reached 
the height of 6,300 feet, they saw the Fokker 
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climbing towatds them. They immediately dived 
on him and attacked him at a height of 5,400 feet 
at a distance of forty-five feet. Unfortunately, 
Captain Green’s gun jammed. While he was clearing 
the stoppage, Lieutenant Owen fought the Fokker 
down to 1,800 feet, but probably either his engine 
or his tank was hit, so that he was forced to land 
in the vicinity of Drama aerodrome. When the 
Fokker landed close beside him, the German pilot 
sprang out and ran towards Lieutenant Owen, but 
suddenly pulled up short—apparently he was afraid 
of Lieutenant Owen’s automatic pistol. Lieutenant 
Owen set fire to his machine, which went up in 
flames at once and was completely destroyed.” 


Shortly before midnight we crossed the former 
Bulgarian frontier—we were in Greece. The train 
ran into Drama in the early dawn. Behind the towers 
of the churches and the minarets of the mosques rose 
up mountains, which were overhung with grey 
clouds. No flying weather ! 

Lieutenant Geisler, the former Staffel-leader, beamed 
with the joy of leave, for on the morrow he was due 
off for several weeks at home. Gradually the other 
officers made their appearance, the last of them being 
Lieutenant von Eschwege. He came from the 
aerodrome, where he had been at work on his engine. 
He was of medium height and almost delicate build. 
Two blue eyes shone from his sharply-cut face. 

“T’m sorry I can’t offer you my hand,” he said 
with a smile, and held it out. It was as black as a 
locksmith’s. His tunic and trousers were covered 
with oil smears. 

After he had retired to his room to wash, the 
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others told me something about him. That was just 
like him, they said. He loved his machine tenderly. 
Even in wet weather he spent the whole day on the 
aerodrome. After landing, it was seldom that he 
would allow his mechanics to attend to his machine 
unless he was with them. If his engine needed 
overhauling, he worked late into the night with his 
men. (See sketch at chapter heading.) How often 
I saw him later sitting up by the engine in his overalls | 

When he returned after a brief interval, I congratu- 
lated him on his fourth victory. 

“Tt was a pity the other Englishman bolted so 
quickly that I couldn’t catch him up. It was a simpler 
job with my third. He seemed to be a greenhorn. 
He wasn’t looking out, and so he let me come up 
unseen to within a hundred metres of him—and 
naturally that finished him.” 

“ Boelcke says, too, that the approach is the main 
thing.” 

“ He’s right, he’s right! If anyone asks me how I 
do it—whether by flying or shooting—lI say : ‘ Neither 
one nor the other! Just by approaching him!’ 
Flying and shooting are part of the job; naturally, 
you’ve got to be all right in those matters. But the 
apptoach is the chief thing. On principle I only 
shoot when I’m within a hundred metres. And then 
the other machine has to fall!” 

“ Provided your gun doesn’t jam!” 

“Of course, if the pilot takes no trouble about his 
gun, if as soon as he lands, he thinks: ‘ Well, I can 
retire into private life now that my flight is over,’ 
well, of course, it’s no wonder that his gun jams.” 

“Yes, but have you never had a jam? Often 
the cartridges don’t lie smoothly in the belt; isn’t 
that so?” 
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*T always fill my belts myself.” 

A sudden recollection made him laugh. ‘“ Once 
upon a time I didn’t take so much trouble about my 
guns, either. But one learns wisdom through suffer- 
ing. Il have to tell you about that later, but now I 
should like to go off to the drome again, because I 
want to try out a small improvement with my 
men.” 

Lieutenant Geisler nodded to me. “We'll go 
along, too, and then I’ll show you everything out 
there at the same time.” 

The more I saw, the more I realized how lucky I 
was to be put in charge of this Staffel. The first 
impression was good—and it lived up to its promise. 


As soon as Geisler left, I took over. While we 
were sitting at lunch on the day after his departure, 
Eschwege suddenly whitled up from his seat and 
jetked the window open. His finely-tuned ears had 
registered the right impression, for the drone of an 
engine came down to us from a great height. He 
shook his head in amazement. 

“J can’t understand it! The sky is so heavy with 
clouds that the Tommies can only see our Drama 
every now and then through a veil. No chance of 
observations or photography. The only possible 
thing they could do is to greet the new Staffel-leader 
by dropping a couple of little bombs in his soup.” 

We strained our ears to listen for anything that 
might come whistling down—and then felt somewhat 
relieved when the drone developed a deeper note after 
a few minutes. HE was flying away again. So we 
fed on in peace. But before I rose to terminate the 
session, the works sergeant entered with a bag attached 
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to a streamer, which had been dropped over the aeto- 
drome. I translated the enclosed letter : 


To The, 
Comma EP peer 
Hero-clreme. 
DRAMA 


I turned to Eschwege. “ Your victim?” 


*“No, unfortunately not! That Tommy made a 
forced landing near Philippi on account of engine 
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trouble. Anyhow, we promptly dropped down the 
news the next day from over Orljak, telling them not a 
hair of his head was hurt. Probably the English 
didn’t see our streamer because their funk of our 
bombs sent them into the cellar. By the way, that 
good lad put his B.E. down very neatly. The 
Bulgarians dismantled the bus at once and packed it 
off to Sofia.” 


From the very beginning my activities in Drama 
were under a lucky star. The cloud ceiling remained 
closed for a few more days, so that I could work myself 
into the job without disturbance and make contact 
with my officers and men. 

On February 27th Eschwege celebrated his twenty- 
second birthday. It was a matter of course for him 
to natrate some details of his career on this occasion. 
The external facts were simple enough: ensign in the 
Third Mounted Jaegers—August, 1914, sent from the 
War Academy to join his regiment on active service 
—Februaty, 1915, sent home to a flying school— 
five months later back at the front as a two-seater 
pilot. 

“T was within a hair’s breadth of being returned 
to my regiment for absolute incompetence because 
I made quite 2 number of clean fractures. I flew my 
two-seater for ten months at the front; then I was 
allowed to train fora scout. That was May, 1916.” 

“ And promptly shot your first down?” 

Eschwege made a gesture. “Ah, that was a 
troublesome business. Nothing went right at first. 
Now I know the cause ; it was only because I didn’t 
get close enough up to them. I was flying on the 
Monastir front at the time, and once 1 caught a solitary 
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Farman. I put in a good burst and made him land 
with a damaged engine, but unfortunately on the 
other side of the lines. Naturally, my claim was not 
allowed. I wasn’t at all sore about that. 

“But I was furious about number two. I had 
joined our Staffel by then, and we were stationed at 
Xanthi. Once I managed to cut off a Farman from 
an English squadron at Thasos, which bombed our 
railway station. I had to give him nearly five hundred 
rounds before I shot his engine to pieces and forced 
him to glide down into the sea. Being a land machine, 
with wheels, it turned turtle at once and sank. When 
I landed again, a report from the Bulgarian observation 
post at the Mesta mouth sent in a report: ‘ Farman 
fell into the sea after fight with German machine.’ I 
was blissfully happy because I naturally thought : 
“Now you’ve got your first credited victory.’ But 
that first victory is as hard to get as your first million 
marks. Unfortunately, it was a wash-out for me 
that time. You know how painfully exact the 
Kogenluft! is. ‘Forward sworn statements of wit- 
nesses,’ was the wire I got from him, but unluckily 
for me the Bulgarian regiment to which the observa- 
tion post belonged had meanwhile been transferred 
to the Monastir front. We couldn’t run down the 
witnesses. 

“Two months later I brought an Englishman 
down over Drama. When he happened to mention a 
comrade who was shot down over Thasos in August 
and fell into the sea, we made another effort to find 
the observation post which had disappeared without 
leaving a trace, but, unfortunately, we couldn’t locate 
them. ‘That finished the business.” 


1Kogenluft=Kommandierender General der Luftstreitkrafte (General 
commanding the Air Forces), 
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“Yes, and when did you get your first credited 
victory ?” 

Eschwege led me into his room and pointed to 
an aileron piece which he had nailed over the 
door. 

* That’s him! Moreover, he’s the chap I was 
wanting to tell you about—the schoolmaster who 
taught me to avoid unnecessary gun jams. The 
Bulgarians had started their advance into Greek 
territory while we remained at our old aerodrome at 
Xanthi. We were unable to carry out our aerial 
protection jobs properly because the new telephone 
connections were not working. So the English grew 
most impudent. 

“J therefore fixed up a forward landing ground at 
Drama, and, lo and behold, an Englishman buzzed 
over it one fine morning at a low height and peppered 
the Bulgarians with his machine-gun when they were 
drilling. The moment he flew over my landing 
ground I took off. He flew so low that the houses 
masked him a few seconds later, and I had to drop 
down almost immediately after my start so as to avoid 
overclimbing him. The observer was so keen on his 
ground target that I took him completely by surprise. 
The first burst hit his machine, but then came my bad 
luck—a gun jam! I was furious, because the pilot 
sheered off towards the lines at once. My best chance 
of success lay in a surprise attack, and that was gone ! 
(See illustration on jacket.) 

“Yes, if only I had put a good burst into his 
machine at a hundred metres distance! But now 
the observer slewed his gun round and opened fire 
onme. I went intoaturn and shook my gun. When 
it was working again, I dived on him once more. 
This time the approach was not so comfortable, 
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because the observer shot off a whole drum at me, 
and I had to fly right into his whizzing burst. 

“ Tacktacktack! Three shots—then my gun 
jammed again. I believe I went as white as a ghost 
with the disappointment. I got out of his fire with 
another turn and then attacked him again. Two, 
three shots—gun jammed! I began to think about 
beating a retreat and then I just imagined how those 
Tommies would split themselves with laughter when 
they landed! I got into such a rage that I would 
have liked to ram theit machine, even if I had to crash 
with it. 

“So I tried again! That time I got five shots out. 
And in that way I actually attacked them twenty- 
three times. Each time I just managed to put a few 
shots into their machine, but at last I did the trick. 
I shot up their engine and forced them to land this 
side of the lines. (Photograph 4.) 

“ That’s why my first victory has always remained 
my favourite one. If I had killed the observer and 
then finished off the pilot without any danger to 
myself, I shouldn’t have been satisfied. But that 
was really a first-class bit of work ; besides, it was the 
first machine to be shot down this side of the lines in 
out army’s sector. The whole town rolled up in its 
excitement and gave me a heap of ovations.” 

Eschwege laughed cheerily. ‘“‘ When I think of 
my number two—he was really child’s play! Just 
fancy—two Serbian sergeants were ordered to fly a 
Farman from their aerodrome at Florina to Salonica— 
just a mild jaunt, you’d call it. But they lost their 
way and flew over Drama. ‘ Aha,’ they thought, 
‘engelski aerodrom (English aerodrome); we can 
go down and find out where we are! But when 
they tried to put their Farman down, the guns opened 
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on them. ‘Oho,’ says the man in charge, ‘ &riwo 
adressirano (we’ve come to the wrong address)’ and 
opens out, with the idea of making himself scarce. 
But meanwhile I had climbed up and put a few bullets 
in his machine. So he accepted my invitation without 
further fuss and made a neat landing on our drome. 
(Photograph 5.) 

“Our people killed themselves with laughing. I 
made those two chappies climb out, had a look at 
their machine and then took a little turn round the 
aerodrome in it. It behaved perfectly!” 


CHAPTER II 


AN EYE FOR AN EYE 


WAS sitting in the office when Eschwege entered. 
“ Did Eckardt and Wethekam sight any English 
aircraft over the front?” he inquired. 

“Not back yet.” 

He pulled out his watch. “ They took off just 
after eleven, and it’s now five past two. So they 
must be back soon! Well, I keep on going out so 
that I can catch them when they land and ask what’s 
happening in the air over the lines.” 
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A quarter of an hour later I rang up the aerodrome 
with some concern. 

“Our machine not back yet ?” 

INo."sit.”’ 

** How much petrol did it take ?” 

** Main and gravity tanks both full.” 

I hung up the receiver. As the petrol would keep 
them in the air for three and a half hours, it meant 
that something must have happened if they did not 
return by 2.40 p.m. My anxiety drove me from the 
room. 

“T shall be at the aerodrome if any news comes 
through,” I announced. 

Then I went off. I listened anxiously ; no sound 
in the air. I looked at the time; 2.45 p.m.; so they 
were overdue. Had they been shot down or had they 
made a forced landing somewhere? If they had 
landed in the mountains, it meant waiting a long time 
for news, and if the worst had happened, it might be 
days before we heard anything about it. Hours of 
tortuting suspense lay before me. I rang up the 
exchange. 

“ Tell Angeloff to ask the Bulgarian observation 
posts whether they can give us any information about 
our machine,” I suggested. 

Eschwege came across the aerodrome as I emerged 
from the tent. 

“ Any news 2?” he asked. 

I could only shake my head. 

“ What was their job P ” he inquired. 

“Oh, quite a small business, just behind the lines 
—photos of the English camp at Orljak.” 

Then the telephone rang, and soon afterwards 
Angeloff transmitted the report of a Turkish observa- 
tion post. 


3. ESCHWEGES FOURTH VICTORY 


5: ESCHWEGE’S SECOND VICTORY 
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“Two machines had a fight this morning. Then 
both flew towards the mountains behind our lines 
and disappeared from view. Some time afterwards 
the English machine returned and landed at Orljak 
aerodrome.” 

My fears grew. Our comrades must be lying 
somewhere in the mountains, I thought . . . perhaps 
dead, perhaps severely wounded. But we had no 
notion of their whereabouts and could not help 
them. But I took the precaution to ring up the 
Turkish Headquarters in Radulevo and asked Captain 
von Bardeleben, our liaison officer, to get inquiries 
made, 

Evetyone was in low spirits at our gathering for 
the afternoon tea which was usually such a cheery 
affair. Hardly a word was spoken. The horrible 
suspense was too much for us! And it was so 
difficult to get news, because we Germans could 
only communicate with the Turks through a Bulgarian 
exchange. 


What had happened to our machine P 

Eckardt and Wethekam take off shortly after 11 a.m. 

They cross the front at a height of 3,500 metres. 
When Eckardt leans over to take his photographs, 
Wethekam points downward to draw his attention to 
an English B.E., which is screwing itself aloft, over 
Dimitritch. Eckardt waves it aside disdainfully, as 
if to say he will be through with his photography 
before it is anywhere near. 

He carries on. Ten minutes later the camp is on 
his plates. He bends over joyfully to Wethekam and 
whacks “ Home!” on his shoulder. 

Wethekam has kept his eye on the Englishman all 
the time. Now he puts his Albatros into a steep 
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tight-hand turn in order to make his course for 
Drama. Eckardt stows away his camera and peers 
out in search of the Englishman. 

A scout! And already within a thousand metres 
distance. Eckardt releases the butt of his machine- 
gun and rattles off a few bullets in his direction. 
““ We have spotted you, old friend,” they say. “ You 
needn’t think you can surprise us!” 

Uninfluenced, however, by this message, the B.E. 
continues to approach, flying at the same level as the 
Albatros. When the English pilot is within a 
hundred metres, he pushes his stick down and hangs 
on undetneath the tail of the German machine, where 
no bullet can reach him. Just as Eckardt bends 
over to whack Wethekam into a turn, the first burst 
rattles up at him. He feels something strike him 
hard on his head. The next moment blood pours 
down over his eyes. A bullet has passed through his 
right cheek bone, damaging the eye, and then emerg- 
ing through the frontal bone. (See sketch at chapter 
heading.) 

Luckily, the B.E. pilot has fired all the twenty-five 
rounds of his drum and goes into a turn to change it. 
Wethekam sees him turn out from under the cockpit 
and wonders why his observer does not open fire. 
The Englishman presents an excellent mark now ! 

A backward glance gives him the answer. Lieu- 
tenant Eckardt is sitting on his tip-up seat, with blood 
pouting from him. He has torn off his helmet and 
goggles, and is putting a bandage on the wound. 

At once Wethekam sees the danger which threatens 
them both. His observer cannot fire another shot, 
and this old machine carries no forward gun, so that 
he cannot attack the enemy himself. A downward 
glance. They have crossed the trenches in the Struma 
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plain and are approaching the mountains, where a 
landing may mean death. But better this possible 
end than the certain death to which the Englishman 
will send him down! The only hope of salvation 
is to go down and land! Perhaps the B.E. may 
funk following him down to a low height amid the 
mountain peaks. 

But, meanwhile, the speedier opponent has changed 
his drum and is once more hanging on underneath 
his tail. The “ tacktacktacktacktack” rattles up to 
his eats again. 

Wethekam strives to wriggle out of the burst by a 
series of crazy turns. With his engine full on he 
pushes the stick down until his bracing wires scream 
as they cleave the air. But the Englishman has 
noticed that he has put the German observer out of 
action and is therefore unwilling to let go the opportu- 
nity to shoot the machine down without tisk to 
himself. 

He hangs on. Ina little while he gives his gun its 
third drum and rattles out a new burst which is more 
accurate than the second one. With dismay Wethe- 
kam hears bullets hitting the engine. His rev- 
counter drops—the propeller flutters round a few 
more times—then it goes dead. ‘That is the end! 

They are only a few hundred metres above the 
ridge of the mountain range. It is high time to 
look about for a spot where the machine can be put 
down. But no landing place is visible; far and wide 
there is nothing to be seen but ridges and precipices 
and steep cliffs. Where are they going to crash? 

The machine with the dead propeller glides lower 
and lower. Wethekam wants to put it into one more 
right-hand turn to see what the Englishman is doing. 
Slowly he applies his lateral controls, but what has 
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happened? ‘The rudder-bar gives no resistance to 
his foot—a bullet has shot its wire away. That is 
bad enough, but at a pinch he can get round on his 
ailerons. 

Wethekam pushes his stick across, but there is no 
response—not even when he uses his body-weight 
most energetically. The wire which has been shot 
away has jammed the aileron controls. 

The unsteered machine glides down towards the 
wall of rock. Wethekam can control nothing but 
his elevator. But what use is that to him when his 
engine is out of action? Now he cannot bring the 
machine past the mountains, which seem to loom 
larger before him every second. Only one faint 
consolation remains to him—the Englishman has 
turned back. If he had realized the helpless state of 
the German machine and attacked it just once more, 
it would have been easy enough for him to give the 
coup de grace. 

Deeper and deeper they glide. By pulling his 
stick Wethekam strives to prolong the glide and so 
clear the mountain ridge in order to go down in the 
valley beyond it. In vain! As soon as he puts the 
machine’s nose up too much, it stalls and threatens 
to go into a sideslip. That would be even wotse 
than running into the wall of rock. So he must put 
the stick down again to gain new way on the machine. 

The rocky wall rises up sheer before him a few 
hundred metres away. Will he be able to bring the 
machine down on its ridge? If he pancakes her a 
bit hard, he will probably crack off the undetr- 
catriage, and then they will stop up there. 

The wheels are touching the rock—then—new 
terrors come into sight. The mountain ridge is 
quite a narrow one, and behind it opens out a rocky 
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valley—sloping downward for hundreds of metres. 
If he puts the machine down here, they will taxi 
over the edge into this ravine, and then they are 
finished. 

Instinctively Wethekam pulls the stick up against 
his chest. The wheels have already touched the 
ground, but the rubber springs on the axle of the 
undercarriage bounce them up again; the machine 
begins to stall and tries to sideslip. Stick down! 
The wounded bird droops her head and glides over 
the precipice into the valley beyond. 

What have they gained by that? Their doom is 
postponed for a minute or so, but it certainly awaits 
them down yonder between the masses of rock with 
which the gorge is strewn. Yes, if only Wethekam 
could use his lateral controls, he might be able to put 
the machine down on a tolerably smooth patch of 
ground. But the controls are shot away! He has 
no alternative but to land just where he happens to 
come down. 

Walls of rock that might have been built by some 
spectral hand tower up to heaven—near and nearer to 
the ground drops the machine—and then—Wethe- 
kam’s eyes gleam with joy—they are heading for a 
gentle rise. What matters it that this slope is strewn 
with stones and scree—it greets the unsteered craft 
like a port on a storm-tossed sea. Let the machine 
smash up if it will, the main thing is to land it with the 
dangerously wounded observer inside—and land it so 
that it comes down between the rocks with the least 
possible way on it. 

As Wethekam flattens out, he perceives with horror 
that the wind is pushing him to one side. Now the 
right wheel touches the ground—but at the same 
moment the right wing bangs against a rock—breaks 
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—and then the machine splinters as it crashes against 
the ground, (Photograph 6.) 


Wethekam crawls out laboriously from the debris. 
Thank heaven! They were mercifully preserved. 
His only visible injury seemed to be a gash under his 
right eye. And then he found he could not use his 
right foot very well; the ankle seemed to be sprained. 
He hobbled wearily round the machine, looking for 
Lieutenant Eckardt, who lay wedged between the 
ruins. After extracting him carefully from under 
bent metal and splintered wood, he bandaged his 
wounds anew. 

What next? His eye fell on the chronometer, 
which hung in a rubber case and was therefore still 
working, despite the fearful crash. 1.1 p.m. His 
decision was quickly made. 

“Tl go down the valley to the nearest village 
where troops are quartered. There I can get on the 
phone to Drama and ask them to fetch us.” 

After a two hours’ tramp he reached Dovishta, 
where a Turkish regiment lay in peaceful quarters. 
He only hoped he could make himself understood by 
them ! 

When the Turks recognized him as a German by 
his uniform, they took him to their regimental com- 
mander. Wethekam tried to tell him what had 
happened by waving his arms to illustrate his broken 
French: 

* Aleman aeroplan kaputt!” 

The Turkish officer shook his hand warmly and 
answered in the purest Saxon : 

“Well, then you’re a lucky fellow!” 

(“I was flabbergasted,” said Wethekam, when he 
subsequently told me his story of the meeting. “A 
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small, insignificant Turk, and he spoke very good 
German.”’) 

The officer was Lieutenant-Colonel Schierholz, of 
the 107th Regiment at Leipzig, who went to Turkey 
in 1913 with the German military mission. He 
proved to be an active helper, for he quickly drew 
up a report of the affair, which he pressed into the 
hands of a Jewish interpreter for despatch to Drama. 
Then Wethekam went back to the scene of the crash 
with a party of soldiers, after which two men took the 
wounded observer to the hospital at Dovishta, where 
an Austrian medical officer in Turkish service gave his 
wounds the first skilled attention. 


Meanwhile I waited in Drama for news. The 
suspense was terrible, but—at last, at last !—Wethe- 
kam’s telephone message reached me late in the 
evening. We breathed freely again. Our men were 
alive—at last I had definite news, at last I could do 
something |! 

“The large car to be at the officers’ mess at 5.30 
a.m. to-morrow with Dr. Woermann and Lieutenant 
Kuhlo,” I ordered. 


We started off in the grey dawn, without waiting 
for Kuhlo, who had misunderstood the time. How- 
ever, he quickly borrowed a little blood-stock mount 
from our friend, Fuad Bey, and overtook us at Tapol 
monastery about noon. I sent him on in advance, 
to make contact with the Turks. 

Travelling via Zelaova, we did not reach Dovishta 
until about 4 p.m. Although it was only thirty 
kilometres from Drama as the crow flies—we could 
fly the stretch in ten minutes—our best car needed a 
good ten hours for the journey. 
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To our great joy we found Eckardt doing as well 
as could be expected, with a good doctor to look after 
him. So now, to have a look at the machine! But 
Lieutenant-Colonel Schierholz held me back. 

“Tl give you some mountain ponies and a guide. 
You'd better have some refreshment while you’re 
waiting for them.” 

A few minutes later we were sitting down to 
scrambled eggs and maize bread, but, unfortunately, 
the good wishes for the future of our dear Schierholz 
Bey (which we expressed as thanks for his hospitable 
comradeship) were not fulfilled. He was carried 
off by fever on the Palestine front six months 
later. 

After our meal we mounted and rode off into the 
mountains, following the course of the Kakara 
stream along narrow bridle-paths. After two hours 
of it I asked our guide whether we were likely to 
arrive soon. 

“‘ Ewe, efendim,” he replied, and wagged his head 
in confirmation. At the next bend of the way he 
pointed down the valley to where a broken wing rose 
up out of the wreckage, while Turkish soldiers 
squatted round a fire in front of their tents. Care- 
fully feeling the way with their front hoofs, our 
ponies climbed up between rocks and scree to the 
floor of the valley. We dismounted and climbed a 
small slope to reach the machine. 

It was a scene of desolate heaps of wreckage. 
Wethekam pointed up to the wall of the mountain 
that stood out dark against the evening sky. Up 
there was the spot where he first put his machine 
down yesterday morning, but then pulled it up again 
to land in the valley after a long glide. I looked into 
his eyes and pressed his hand gladly and gratefully. 


6. AFTER THE FRAY 


7. (Left to Right) DR. WOERMANN, ECKARDT, GREIFF 


8. THE SILVER-GREY NIEUPORT 


9. ENGINE AND MACHINE GUN OF THE SOPWITH TWO-SEATER WHICH CRASHED 
IN THE MOUNTAINS 
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Suddenly we pricked up our ears in amazement. 
The drone of an engine! Soon afterwards we saw 
an English machine, flying from the direction of the 
front, swing into our valley. Having learnt that an 
airman had previously circled round the spot at a 
low height during the morning and located the landing 
place, we could only conclude that this one was going 
to bomb the remains of the Albatros. I ordered 
everyone to take cover, so as to make his task more 
difficult. The machine circled round at some dis- 
tance away and then flew off—its inmates had been 
unable to find our machine. 

We reached Dovishta again in the evening. I 
tang up for four men from the Staffel to come along 
and then left Kuhlo to direct the salvage operations. 

We others returned to Drama by train, arriving 
in the twilight of the next morning. 

Eckardt was very silent. The doctor’s verdict 
was that he must not only lose his right eye, but that 
the left one was also in danger. I therefore sent him 
off from Drama to the Alexander Hospital at Sofia 
to see a specialist. (Photograph 7.) 

We waited anxiously for further news. And then 
came the joyful tidings that his left eye was saved. 


The machine and its crew would have been lost if 
Lance-Corporal Wethekam had not kept his head 
and piloted it skilfully into the valley. I therefore 
wired a request for his promotion, and received a 
quick answer : 

“Express my appreciation of pilot Wethekam’s 
gallant flight and promote him corporal for dis- 
tinguished service as from March 12th, 1917. 
Kofl 11—bejovk—von Below.” 
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And then came another telegram : 

“ Express my appreciation of the valiant Lieu- 
tenant Eckardt and his pilot. Hope they will soon 
have their revenge, nt. 205, commanding officer 
of the 2oth tverk a.k. General Abdul Kerim.” 
Eckardt was too badly wounded; he could not 

secure compensation himself. But mindful of our 
Staffel’s principle, “‘One for all and all for one,” 
Eschwege obtained it for him. 

Two days later he had a fight with two English 
machines and forced one of them to land at Doksat. 
Both its inmates were badly wounded. Lieutenant 
Sidney Beare (R.N.A.S.), the pilot, had a flesh wound 
in his head, and another bullet passed through his 
foot, while Lieutenant Edgar Percy Hyde (R.F.C.), 
the observer, had five bullet wounds in his legs and 
buttocks. Nevertheless, they succeeded in firing 
their machine before the Bulgarian soldiers arrived. 
(Photograph 8.) 

I should have liked to capture their silver-grey 
Nieuport intact, but could only admire the pluck of 
those two gallant lads. 


And a week later another English machine went 
down—a Sopwith two-seater this time. Here is 
Eschwege’s combat report: 


REPORT. 

* On 30.3.17 I took off at to,55 ame fom amy 
forward landing ground and flew to Sarishaban to 
attack an enemy aircraft proceeding from Thasos 
in the direction of Xanthi. I came up with this 
machine, a Sopwith biplane, about 60 kilometres 
north of Xanthi and fired about 50 rounds into it at 
a distance of 80 metres. The enemy aircraft 
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immediately went into a steep left-hand turn and 
did not return fire because, as was subsequently 
ascettained, one of my first shots disabled its 
machine-gun. I gave it another 40 rounds at 
20 metres distance, whereupon it went down in a 
spin, in the course of which I saw splinters detach 
themselves from the machine. I followed in a 
steep glide and saw the machine strike a sugar-loaf 
mountain with full force and break up. 
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The inmates, Lieutenants Ingham and Maxwell, 
both of the R.N.A.S., were dead. The machine was 
hurled against the rocks with such force that the 
barrel of the machine-gun and the push rods of the 
rotary engine were bent like wires. (Photograph 9.) 

That was the retaliation for the wound inflicted 
on our comrade Eckardt, and therewith Eschwege 
achieved his fifth and sixth credited victories. 


CHAPTER IV 


THE MARSH BIRDS 


SCHWEGE stood by his machine, running his 
engine, as I strolled out to the aerodrome. 

““ Where are you going to-day ?” I asked. 

He placed his mouth to my ear in order to make 
himself understood above the roar of the engine. 
“To the Struma front! The Thasos brethren can 
have a rest!” 

» Up and down the lines flies Eschwege for a long 
time. Nothing in sight. What a pity! Petrol is 
44 
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running out, and so he must go home, however dis- 
tasteful the compulsion may be. 

But stay—white shrapnel cloudlets are developing 
in the air over Angista station! And down yonder 
great fountains of earth rise up—bomb-bursts! So, 
off to them ! 

But Eschwege searches the sky keenly. How 
many English machines are there? He must keep an 
eye on every one of them, if he does not want to have 
an invisible opponent sitting on his back. 

Only two! Apparently 140 hp. B.Es, sturdy, 
nimble fellows—that may mean a hot fight. They 
increase in size rapidly as they approach out of the 
haze. Now they are only 1,000 metres away—in 
another ten seconds he will have joined issue with 
them. 

Now he has got the right distance—a steep dive— 
then he pulls his machine up and puts a burst into the 
nearest of them from below. But while the machine 
he has attacked goes into a sharp turn in its endeavour 
to escape the shower of bullets, the other pilot slews 
round, and in the twinkling of an eye Eschwege is 
well in his burst. The thin threads of the tracer 
bullets shoot by him to right and left, and suddenly 
he heats a metallic thud in his engine—a hit! The 
next moment he feels two hard blows on his right 
atm—he is wounded ! 

He raises his arm. He can still move it—not so 
bad! But he has no time to worry about it, for the 
B.E. is sitting on his neck and following him in his 
turn. 

Best way out—sideslip down! A hard tug at the 
stick—the Albatros shoots up so that the Englishman 
must push his machine away to avoid a collision— 
and then Eschwege slips down over the right wing. 
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He spins earthwards like a falling leaf. After drop- 
ping several hundred metres he catches his machine 
again and looks about him to locate the two English- 
men. They are flying towards Lake Takhino, behind 
which lies their forward landing ground at Monuhi. 
So after them ! 

But what’s up? The rev-counter is crawling back 
and the engine begins to sputter. A glance at the 
manometer. No more pressure on the main tank! 
The engine is getting no mote petrol and will go dead 
in a moment. Apparently there’s something wrong 
with the automatic pump. Ah, yes—that metallic 
thud that he heard during the fight re-echoes in his 
ears—probably the bullet hit it. Then try the 
handpump! A few energetic pushes—but the little 
hand of the pressure gauge refuses to move. So 
the bullet must have gone tight through the main 
tank. 

Doesn’t matter! The gravity tank contains petrol 
for another half-hour’s work. Time enough to 
polish off one of the two and get home safely. 

His hand goes to the switch—several seconds of 
suspense—then new fuel flows once more into the 
carburettor—and the slender hand of the rev-counter 
slides over slowly to the right, towards the 1,600. 

A glance ahead. Aha! the two Englishmen are 
still there, but meanwhile they have gained more than 
a kilometre on him. He hopes he will catch them up 
in time, for obliquely below him he can see the 
mirror of the lake. 

A few quick shots! Too far to hit them, but just 
a message: “ Here I am again!” 

And lo and behold! The moment after they have 
heard the shots they turn round to resume the fight. 
They thought they had finished the German off when 


THE MARSH BIRDS 47 


they saw him go down in a spin, but there he is again 
—asking for more—all right, he shall have it! 

Fifteen seconds later machine-guns are rattling 
away. The Bulgarian Archie gunners stand by their 
telescope and shrug their shoulders. Nothing doing 
for them; up there is a wild medley of machines : 
turning, climbing, diving, so that it is impossible for 
them to pick out cross from cockade. 

But wait 2 moment—the mess is sorting itself out. 
A machine is making for the farther shore in a steep 
glide. A quick peep through the glasses reveals it 
as an English one. The German is sitting on his 
neck—he is Eschwege! It looks as if he has shot 
up the enemy’s engine and is now going to finish him 
off. 

But Eschwege could not finish him off, for the 
comrade of his prospective victim came down on him 
and forced him to turn away after afew shots. Fora 
while they went round and round in a hot battle of 
turns, and then the second Englishman sheered off 
and skimmed across the lake towards his landing 
ground. Then Eschwege likewise turned away and 
flew back to Drama. 


I was waiting for him on the aerodrome, and 
rejoiced at his neat landing. The propeller went dead 
when he finished taxying. He turned the starter in 
vain; the engine made no movement. He bade 
Osterwald swing the propeller—in vain! He rose 
from his seat dejectedly and soon found the solution 
of the riddle. The gravity tank was empty; he had 
flown to his last drop of petrol. 

I knew no victory had come to him this flight as 
soon as I saw his face. 
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““T had one of them dead in my sights,” he said, 
“and could not get him. And why not? Because 
the other gave him such splendid help. A great lad! 
I’m certain he was Captain Green. If not, I’d have 
got the other; he seemed a greenhorn. But when- 
ever I put my burst into him, the captain came and sat 
on me.” 

He pulled off his leather jacket. “He holed my 
main tank and gave my arm two nasty knocks, which 
burnt like hell. But one thing J know for certain ; 
I put a few nice hits into the greenhorn’s machine. 
Unfortunately, I couldn’t attend to him any mote 
because the other fellow raked me so viciously. No 
report there from the front? I'd like to know what 
happened to the little fellow!” 

I could only shrug my shoulders in sympathy. 
Then we went off messwards in the dumps. 

There was still no news when we were sitting over 
our afternoon coffee. Eschwege grew nervous. 

“It’s disgusting !” he vowed. “I swear I shot his 
engine up. I saw his prop go dead quite plainly. 
If he managed to get past the marsh, I hope he 
crashed his machine when he landed ! ” 


We sat over our evening meal in deep dejection, 
chewing bread and dripping and the usual tomatoes. 
Then the interpreter rushed in, beaming with joy. 

“He fell in the marsh ! ” 

“Fire away, Angeloff, and tell the story from the 
beginning !” 

“Telephone report from the Bulgarian Archies on 
Lake Takhino: two English machines bombed 
Angista station this morning. Then they had a fight 
with a German airman, and then one Englishman 


Io. THE PATCH OF OIL ON LAKE TAKHINO 


TI, SALONICA HARBOUR FROM THE AIR 
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landed at Monuhi. The other was hit and could not 
reach the farther shore. Fell into the lake where 
it’s marshy, about five hundred metres from Takhino 
village. Machine’s there still, with its nose in the 
water and its tail sticking up.” 

While each of us in turn shook Eschwege’s hand, 
Angeloff stood at attention. As soon as we were 
quiet again, he continued : 

“This afternoon some English came in a boat 
and worked on the machine. Probably they took the 
pilot off. We think, perhaps, theyll come again 
to-morrow to salve the machine.” 

I gave Eschwege a laugh. “Perhaps not! Sup- 
posing we two dropped a few bombs on it in the 
morning |” 

Eschwege was all for it. 


We started at break of day the next morning, with 
a hundredweight of bombs on board. From a 
hundred metres up Eschwege put the stick down, and 
dived on to the dummy machine that served as our 
target in order to test his gun. My heartbeats 
increased as our bird dived down like a hawk swooping 
on a hare. All my hairs stood on end when I found 
Eschwege cutting things as fine with the heavy, 
bomb-laden two-seater as he did with his light scout, 
for I had a painful feeling that we were going to hit 
the ground the next moment, and, if so, we should 
have made a lovely crash when all our bombs went 
off. We descended until we almost touched the 
ground ; then our bird’s head went up slightly. She 
hopped over the target with a bare margin and went 
into a steep climb. 

We flew very low, because the winds were still 
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asleep and so we need expect no dangerous gusts. 
We dropped still deeper when we were over the lake 
and headed for the huts of Takhino village. 

We peered ahead in search of our objective, until 
at last Eschwege raised his arm, pointed to the right 
and laughed at me. Then I quickly caught sight of 
the machine. The Bulgarian gunnets had observed 
correctly ; it was sticking in the marshy water, nose 
downwatds. We flew round the spot and had a look 
at this bird from all sides. 

Then I made Eschwege turn away and whacked 
him on to the coutse. Yes, now we were in the 
tight direction. I gave him the signal, and he headed 
for the target. It loomed up at the side of my right 
wing. 

Bad flying! Try again! We went back in a 
turn and headed for it anew. Meanwhile I searched 
the horizon for enemy aircraft—the sky was clear. 
I felt at ease when J saw that both the tents at Monuhi 
were closed. The Englishmen were still asleep, so 
that I could lay my eggs at ease. 

After carefully whacking Eschwege on to the right 
course, I bent overboard. The target came up 
quickly—we were dead on it. I had calculated 
correctly and dropped my four bombs at intervals of 
afew seconds. Then I whacked Eschwege’s shoulder 
joyfully :—banked turn so that we can watch results ! 

A few seconds of tension, and then—just my luck ! 
—two bombs burst in front of it and two behind! 
Four brown cascades of mud rose up towards us and 
then fell back into the marsh with a plomp. As soon 
as Eschwege had cut his engine, we sent a Red Indian 
war-cry of triumph across to Monuhi aerodrome to 
give vent to our unrestrainable joy. Then, without 
warning, Eschwege put the machine on to her nose, 
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so that I had to make a quick grab at the sides of the 
cockpit while he rattled a burst of a hundred shots 
into the target, after which I gave the debris of it a 
whole drum of 250 rounds. That was some shooting! 
The bullets sent the marsh water up in merry splashes 
as they struck home, giving us an ideal mark. 

We flew home very happy. 


Two days later our Bulgarian observation post 
reported that another boat worked its way through 
the mud to the crashed machine, but after a little 
while it returned. Probably they did no more than 
photograph the remains. 

Moreover, we knew we had riddled the tanks, 
because the sluggish current of the lake forced the 
petrol out. The stream it formed was plainly visible. 

Later the machine sank gradually into the marsh. 
(Photograph 10.) 


Several months afterwards I was reminded of our 
raid when I cross-examined a captured Englishman. 
He told us that his people wanted to salve the remains 
of the machine, but found it so riddled by the bombs 
and machine-gun fire that it was no longer worth the 
trouble. 


YO" Ly hig, 


( Zyl) 


SPE MAL! 


CHAPTER V 
OUR FRIENDS THE ENGLISH 


UR friends the English ! 
With his awkward hand the Bulgarian N.C.O. 
signed the following formula: 
jz 
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RECEIPT. 


NAME(S) 22 cose estes retenetns «0 


Received with thanks 
DramaeNerodiomesse ee eee 


Then he motioned to the two Voyniks, who waited 
with fixed bayonets in front of the door of our mess. 

“Good-bye, gentlemen!” said the receipted one, 
giving each of us in turn a hearty handshake. 

Before he turned the corner with his Bulgarian 
escort, he bestowed another friendly wave on us. I 
looked at Eschwege thoughtfully. “ Isn’t it perfectly 
swinish that we’ve got to fly against the Tommies ? 
Just imagine what it would have been like if we had 
been fighting on the same side, my lad!” 

“Yes, God knows,” he replied. “ We’ve had a 
lot of English airmen here already, and they were one 
and all good fellows.” 

Lieutenant Lenz laughed. “‘ That I can well 
imagine. A Tommy in the hand is better than a 
Tommy in the air.” 

But Eschwege did not fall in with his mood, 
“Don’t talk rot,” he said. “I’m dead serious. I 
can’t help it, but I like them all. Not only in the 
mess; I like them in the air as well, when it hasn’t 
been decided who’s too rash. And I’m vety pleased 
that they like us too.” He turned to me again. 
** Before you came here, the English dropped a note 
with the following contents : 

“ As we have met so often in the air and peppered 
one another, we should also be very pleased to make 
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the personal acquaintance of the German airmen of 
Drama. We therefore make the following proposi- 
tion. Give us your word of honour that you will 
not take us prisoners, and then we will land a 
motor boat on the eastern shore of Lake Takhino 
to meet you.” 


Unfortunately, we had bad experiences with that sort 
of fraternization not long before on the Russian 
Front, and so there was 'an order issued, forbidding 
us to go in for anything of the kind—and I’m still 
heartily sorry about it, for I should have been ever 
so pleased to shake hands with those Tommies.” 

I nodded my approval. “ Above all, I’m glad they 
consider us as decent chaps as themselves.” 

Suddenly Eschwege gave vent to a loud laugh. 
““ That’s not the end of the tale. When there was 
nothing doing with the picnic idea, they wanted to 
arrange a small sporting event with us, at least. 
So, in all seriousness, they made a proposal for an 
aerial battle over Lake Takhino. They were ready 
to guarantee that their Archies would not shoot during 
the meeting, and we were to vouch for the silence of 
the Bulgarians. Just think of it—a squadron tourna- 
ment in the air!” 

I gtinned murthfully. ‘ They would certainly 
have won it, with their forty-eight machines to our 
four. It would have meant twelve Englishmen 
attacking each one of us.” 

Eschwege’s face showed that he felt offended. 
“Or each one of us would have attacked twelve 
Englishmen,” he corrected. 


These apparently exaggerated figures were, un- 
fortunately, only too accurate. No. 17 Squadron of 
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the R.F.C. opposed us on the Struma front, while a 
naval squadron, stationed at Thasos, was our adversaty 
on the Aegean front. As each squadron consisted of 
three flights of eight machines, we had to hold our 
own against forty-eignt machines with our four, 
which were increased to five later. 

Luckily, they were unable to exploit the advantage 
of these heavy odds in the way one might have 
supposed, for in addition to having Rudi von Esch- 
wege on our side we couldcount on the assistance of 
two other allies—time and space. Even with their 
four dozen machines, it was simply impossible for 
them to put an aerial barrage along fronts that 
measured sixy kilometres by land and one hundted by 
sea. In addition to this we developed a marvellous 
luck. 

Assuredly, not even a close reconnaisance was a 
joyride, for in spite of the heavy losses we inflicted 
on them, the English were a plucky crowd. This 
fact was demonstrated to us in a most unpleasant 
fashion on the occasion of the long-distance recon- 
naissance to Salonica, which we undertook in combi- 
nation with the German sections 30 and 34 (Hudova 
Aerodrome), and the two Bulgarian aerop/annoto 
otodelenie 1 and 2 (Han Velica and Hudova Aero- 
dromes). The best photograph was taken by 
Lieutenant Gessner, of No. 30. (Photograph 11.) 

Large depots had been formed in Salonica because 
all men and materials for the Entente’s Balkan armies 
(consisting of English, French, Italian, Russian, 
Serbian, Venizelist-Greek, Indian, Algerian, Anna- 
mese and Senegalese troops) were landed at that port. 
The strength and number of these depots had to be 
checked at regular intervals in order to guard the 
Bulgarian G.H.Q. against any unpleasant surprises, 
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But negative as well as positive changes took place 
in Salonica. On August 18th, 1917, the town was 
ravaged by a fire which assumed catastrophic dimen- 
sions when fanned by a stiff northerly breeze. About 
9,500 houses were burnt to ashes, while nearly 80,000 
inhabitants were homeless, and the damage was 
estimated at something like 160 million marks. The 
conflagration began in a wooden house in Olympus 
Street, which was set on fire by some oil that boiled 
over, but the Balkan gossip-mongers naturally had 
better information concerning its origin. They 
asserted that the German airmen sprinkled the town 
with a white powder, which set it on fire. 

The staff of the German Admiralty also laid great 
value on our reports. They were mainly interested 
in the arrivals and departures of the ships which 
provided raw material for the work of our U-boats. 

The regular appearance of our reconnaissance 
machines was a thorn in the eye of G.H.Q., Salonica, 
which went to considerable trouble to deal with the 
nuisance. The tightening up of their well-organized 
intelligence system gave us a lot of work. The 
enemy had established a number of observation posts 
all along the front, which reported us by wireless to 
his aerodromes as soon as any of our machines crossed 
the lines. Their scouts promptly took off to find us ; 
when they were in the air, they were guided towards 
us by directional marks laid out on the ground. Later 
on the indications were supplemented by figures, 
giving the number of German machines reported. 
(Photograph 12.) 


We never grew tired of the pleasure of welcoming 
an Englishman as our guest. But when one of them 
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—Lieutenant Leslie-Moore—expressed a wish for a 
cup of coffee after the meal, I had to confess to 
him that we had none and that he must make shift 
with tea. 

** Oh,” he said, “ you have allowed me to write a 
note to the Major to say how I’m getting on, and you’re 
going to drop it down. So I’ll ask him to send you 
some coffee. That’s all right!” 

He wrote the following letter : 
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A few days after his letter had fluttered down the 
other side of the lines, an Englishman appeared at a 
respectful height over our lines. Unfortunately, we 
could not catch the streamer he dropped, because a 
strong wind carried it away into the mountains. But 
we were gratefully convinced that it contained the 
coffee we desired. I can only hope that it did not 
agree with the dishonourable finder. 


To the honour of the English airmen I must admit 
that nearly all of them refused to give information 
on military matters. Once, when I tried to squeeze 
some out of a little lieutenant, he said with a smile: 

“ Dear commander, if you or any of your gentlemen 
were shot down by my friends, would you tell any 
talesie\”” 

I could only shrug my shoulders and smile too. 

But despite my respect for the silence of our 
English comrades of the air, I could not do without 
their information. Our intelligence service tapped 
many sources, such as observations from the ground, 
aerial photography, intercepted wireless messages, 
captured papers, reports from secret agents, etc. 
The statements of our own people who escaped from 
captivity were particularly fruitful, and in this way 
we obtained valuable material from a Bulgarian 
sergeant, who had worked at Thasos aerodrome for a 
long time. 

But the greatest pleasure of all was that which we 
derived from a man in rags, whom the Bulgarians 
had arrested as a spy somewhere round about the 
mouth of the Struma. He turned out to be Sergeant 
Scheede, of the 9th Jaegers, who commanded a 
working party of fifty German prisoners at the Salonica 
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aviation park after having been captured at Monastir. 
He brought us a whole sackful of important 
news items, some of which enabled me to make many 
captive airmen talkative later on. 

As we were at war, I had the habit of making a 
slight digression when my progress along the main 
road was blocked. I collected all the general informa- 
tion about the enemy and the special news about his 
aviation units ; by balancing up reports which contra- 
dicted each other, I was able to gain a fairly clear 
picture of things. In this fashion I could bluff my 
prisoners in advance by my knowledge of men and 
affairs, for when the latter were forced to assume that 
I knew certain things (although very often my “ know- 
ledge ” was just a bold deduction) they did not exercise 
sufficient care in their conversations with me. 

One day, for instance, I exhibited our photographs 
of an English aerodrome to a prisoner, because I 
wanted to squeeze out of him information as to why 
their hangars had disappeared and been replaced by 
tents, when the contrary process was the usual one. 
Having planned my tactics in advance, I fired away 
at him : 

“What do you think of the marvellous success of 
the raid the Bulgarians made on your aerodrome at 
Badimal ? ” 

He flared up at once. “‘ That’s an untrue report!” 

I laughed. “I must confess the direct hit on the 
hangar was a bit of luck, and I can quite understand 
that you don’t admit its success. But I can prove it 
to you straight away |” 

Then I showed him our photographs in chrono- 
logical order : 

(1) A large hangar. 

(2) The hangar has vanished. 
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(3) Two tents up in its place. 

(4) Five tents up. 

I grinned with the slyness of a peasant in order to 
provoke him. The result was that he flew into a 
temper at once. 

“No, that’s no proof!” he vowed. “It was no 
bomb dropped by the Bulgarians that did the mischief, 
but a pure accident. When one of our airmen was 
returning from a raid on a place where the clouds 
covered his target, he was so over-conscientious that 
he brought his bombs home again. Unfortunately he 
made a bit of a rough landing, so that the things went 
off and blew him to pieces. They also wrecked the 
hangar and five other machines. The disappearance 
of the hangar has absolutely nothing to do with any 
Bulgarian raids.” 

I nodded thoughtfully and said to myself: “‘ Many 
thanks for the kind information!” 


At 5 a.m. one morning my entire force assembled 
on the aerodrome—three pilots and three observers 
for the two-seaters, two pilots for the scout machines. 
Yes, that was the whole of my force. The orders 
were: “Bomb raid in squadron formation.” In 
otder to make it a really effective raid I had arranged 
for all the two-seaters to carry two hundredweight 
mote of bombs than the regulations allowed. Even 
the two scouts had two 124 kilo eggs apiece. I had 
fixed upon Stavro harbour as our objective, because 
so much building had been going on there in the 
last few months—new piers, new sidings, and new 
sheds. (Photograph 13.) 


I could not guess at the time that our frequent 
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raids on Stavro must be considered as most rude 
ruthlessness by the Tommies. This fact I learnt only 
later from H. Collinson Owen’s book, Salonica and 
After, in which the author states : 

“* One of the most favoured spots in all Macedonia 
was Stavro . . . a sweet little place of noble hills, 
covered with dense olive-green scrub and trees, run- 
ning down to the edge of a blue sea. 

“The climate was generally beautiful, although 
very hot and relaxing in summer, but there were 
winter and spring and autumn days there that were 
a dream of delight. 

“* There were only two drawbacks to life there, the 
mosquitoes and the enemy aeroplanes, but these, 
after all, were common to all the front. But for the 
bombs and the frequent rumble of the guns, it was 
really possible to forget the war. Sitting on a little 
verandah, with the magnificent colours of evening 
shining on the bay, it was as good as an evening in 
Monaco, with the added charm of a picnic. A 
bright moon could be seen shining through the 
trees, and the nightingales—hundreds of them 
apparently—were so busy with their singing that it 
was almost a clamour. 

“Only the absence of Eve marred all such 
gatherings. There is no doubt about it that Stavro 
was made for honeymoon couples, but alas! there 
were no honeymoons to be had in the B.S.F.” 


We started about 6 a.m. With the heavy loads 
we had taken, we were compelled to cross the front 
at the Struma mouth at a fairly low height. We were 
thankful to find the anti-aircraft batteries shooting so 
thoroughly badly that day that we crossed without 
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sustaining a single hit. There were no English 
aircraft to be seen. 

We passed over Stavro in good squadron order and 
dropped our bombs on to the remunerative targets. 
Both the land batteries and the warships there made 
miserable shooting and failed to worry us; all our 
bombs, therefore, were well aimed. An hour and a 
half later, we all made good landings in Drama. 

We had not long to wait for a most ample and 
massive teturn visit. Forty-nine machines, from 
four squadrons, dropped 110 bombs on our aerodrome 
—or, at least, in its immediate and more temote 
neighbourhood. The result was poor enough in 
comparison with the expenditure; our reserve tent 
was badly perforated and an empty tent—Eschwege’s 
machine was in the air at the time—received some 
slight slits. An aerial photograph, taken from 200 
metres up, showed that even from such a low height 
it was impossible to ascertain the extent of the damage 
done. ‘That reconciled us to the affair, because we 
did not want to allow the Tommies even such a 
trifling pleasure. 

As a tule we limited our own raids to occasional 
visits by solitary machines. We made some good 
hits on men and materials, and once we produced a 
most remarkable psychical effect, as may be seen from 
the report in H. C. Owen’s book : 

**T remember one night at a small headquarters 
mess on the picturesque hills overlooking the Struma 
valley. The gramophone had been going for some 
time. And then from out of it a sweet woman’s 
voice sang, ‘My ain folk.’ Everybody out there 
had been away from home for two years, and some 
for over three. The pathos and appeal of the song 
were almost too much. It hurt. The peace and 
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beauty of the hills under the moonlight intensified 
that sentiment aroused by the gramophone. 

“And perhaps it was just as well that just then, up in 
the silver blue vault, the hum of a German aeroplane 
was heard. In a few minutes it had arrived over the 
camp. ‘There was a sudden disquieting whistle of 
something coming down and then a flash and a bang, 
somewhere close by in the bush that covered the 
hills. And again the horrible whistle, and another 
flash anda bang. And then the Hun turned his gun 
on the camp, which must have looked singularly 
pretty. Papapapap! In a few moments he had 
passed on. He had not stayed long, but he had 
thoroughly conjured away an attack of sentiment, 
which, though very charming in amelancholy way, 
is not a healthy bedfellow.” 


CHAPTER VI 


EIGHT TO ONE 


MOMENT after landing from a long flight I saw 

our Bulgarian interpreter running across the 

aerodrome towards me. I knew something unusual 

must have happened because Angeloff generally 

holds fast to the principle of “Poleka! Poleka!”’ 
64 
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(A gentleman never hurries). He was breathless 
when he halted in front of me. 

“A b—b—big b—b—b—it of n—n—ews!” 

I gathered from his stutter that he was greatly 
excited by this news, but saw from the gleam in his 
eyes that it must be good news. I quickly admini- 
stered a relieving pat on the shoulder. “ Tell it 
slowly ; then we'll get on quicker.” 

Angeloff made another vain attempt; then he 
blurted it out : 

** A German submarine |” 

I caught the infection of his excitement. “A 
German U-boat? That’s splendid! But where? 
Has it landed at Kavala?” 

“No! It’s at the station!” 

At first I laughed. But then I reflected that 
perhaps they had dismantled one, and that it was to be 
teassembled at Kavala. “So it’s only the parts of a 
submarine?” I suggested. “ But how did you get 
to know?” 

I felt offended that we, who, after all, might be 
affected by its arrival, had been left without any 
official information. 

“‘ They’re talking about it in the town,” he replied. 

So the whole business was so secret that even we 
soldiers were not allowed to know—and yet the whole 
town knew already. Secrecy was evidently a thing 
impossible in the Balkans. In any case, it was up to 
me to probe the matter to the core, and so I mounted 
my bicycle and rode off to the station. 

On the way I thought things over. This reassem- 
blable submarine seemed to bea pure “canard,” because 
our navy would not need to send a U-boat on such a 
complicated journey. Hersing had taken a submarine 
from Zeebrugge to Constantinople the previous year 
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by sea! All the same, there must be something in 
the rumour, I thought, and felt a strong desire to see 
at least this gnat which the gossip of the town 
had inflated into an elephant in the course of a few 
hours. 

And in fact it was only a gnat, although a fairly 
overgrown one. The reassemblable submarine 
dwindled down to a motor long-boat belonging to 
the German Minelaying Department. 


At midday we welcomed the officer in command of 
it as our guest in the mess. He laughed heartily 
when I told him of the rumours. 

“That’s always the way with us!” he said. 
“‘ Whenever people see a small boat and some German 
sailors, they always turn it into a submarine, but we 
ate only quite harmless mine-layers. You know, 
gentlemen, that we have to count on the possibility 
of an Entente landing on Bulgarian soil, and so we’re 
going to take the precaution of laying a few eggs in 
front of Kavala.” 

I shook my head. “I don’t believe in the idea of a 
landing.” 

“ To tell you the truth, I don’t, either. But no good 
shutting the stable door after the horse is stolen. In 
any case, we've booked a small success of sorts. 
Several days ago an English patrol boat ran on to one 
of our mines and went ashore.” 

We shared his joy at it, although, as a matter of 
fact, we had already received news of the event. 
We had put it down to trouble with the engines, 
having no notion that the cause of the mishap was 
“made in Germany.” 
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Several days later the boat was rocking on the 
waves of the Aegean, and soon afterwards we were 
able to pay a visit to our naval comrade in Kavala. 

“Well, busy at work?” we inquired. 

The mariner smirked. “‘ Pretty well through, in 
fact. Just a couple more eggs to put out, and then 
the job’s done!” 

We congratulated him on the speedy accomplish- 
ment of his mission. ‘‘ But haven’t the English got 
wind of you ? ” we asked. 

“T’m afraid so. Last night the sea was so silent 
that they must have heard our engine in Thasos. 
They tried to locate us with their searchlight, but 
couldn’t get a sight of us in this misty weather. 
Oh, by the way, I remember—we saw a shark on our 
way back this morning. ‘Take care the brute doesn’t 
get you when you bathe!” 


Thtee days afterwards we received news that the 
last mines were laid; altogether a hundred had gone 
down. Our hearty joy in the fact that our German 
mariners had not been caught was, however, soon to 
be clouded, because the close meshes of the net of 
espionage, which the Entente had woven about us, 
were bound to catch news of the business sooner or 
later. They got wind of it all right—but luckily 
later. 

One of their agents contrived to leave the mainland 
in a small sailing boat and reach Thasos. There he 
reported the fairy tale of the new submarine with its 
base at Kavala to the English officer in command, 
who speedily—but still too tardily—drew his own 
conclusions. 
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Two days later the thunder of guns roused me 
from my sleep in the grey dawn. I seized the receiver 
placed by my bedside and made inquiries. 

“English fleet bombarding Kavala,” was the 
news. 

So that was their little attention to our sailorman. 

“Put me through to Lieutenant Eschwege, please ! 
—Morning, Eschwege! Heard the news?” 

“ Rather! Aviation central just told me the ships’ 
guns are directed by ten English planes. I’m off to 
have a close look at the brethren ! ” 

I had to laugh. “ Well, in that case the bombard- 
ment won’t last long. Hals und Beinbruch !” 


I dressed and went out to the aerodrome, where I 
was just in time to see Eschwege’s Albatros climbing 
up into the pale morning sky. He was not flying 
towards Kavala, but heading a south-easterly course 
for the mountains. 

Sly fellow! For naturally the Thasos airmen would 
keep a sharp look-out in the direction of Drama to 
prevent Eschwege springing any surprises on them. 
And so he fetched a compass, which would enable 
him to come up behind them. 

A quarter of an hour later he reached the coast at 
Vasova Daljani. To his right lay Kavala with its 
blocks of streets that rose in terraces, its white houses 
and its verdant gardens, bathed in the red glow of the 
youthful morning sun. Its crown was the walls of 
the old Turkish citadel. (Photograph 14.) 

But Kavala presented no peaceful picture that day. 
From the harbour and its adjacent streets the black 
clouds caused by the explosions of the ships’ shells 
rose up again and again. For out in the roads lay the 
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English fleet . . . firing. Poor people of Kavaal 
down below there! 


Eschwege flew onward—out to sea. Then he 
went into a sharp right-hand turn, which gave him 
the sun at his back, and headed for the English ships. 
He peered ahead with strained eyes to ascertain the 
number of machines circling round the fleet. The 
Bulgarian telephone message had exaggerated it, for 
he could count only eight instead of ten. Only 
eight ! 

A Farman two-seater was flying low. In it sat the 
attillery observer, who directed the fire of the ships’ 
guns. The other seven—nimble, speedy scouts— 
were citcling round several hundred metres higher. 
Thus the Farman could note the shell-burst at his 
ease and wireless down his range corrections. He was 
guarded by his comrades. Eschwege thought it 
over quickly. Only one machine came into question, 
as far as he was concerned—the observation machine. 
If he could bring it down, the guns on board the 
English ships would be eyeless, and could gain no 
further directions for their fire. That would be 
worth while ! 

But how to manage it? The moment he was 
sighted, the pack of seven would come down on him. 
So it would have to be a surprise attack! If it came 
off—and if the Farman did not sheer away too quickly 
—and if his guns did not jam—then he could dispose 
of his victim before the guardian angels arrived on 
the spot. As he was a thousand metres above them, 
he could descend on the Farman’s neck in a steep 
nose-dive before the scouts reached him. Moreover, 
he had the great advantage of flying out of the 
sun. 

A minute later he was ready to go into his nose-dive. 
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A downward glance; the English fleet was steaming 
along in line. Here and there a ray of fire shot out of 
a barrel, to be followed by a little cloud of smoke, 
which curled round the sides of the ships. Small, 
swift craft—the submarine-hunters—circled round the 
firing warships. 

Eschwege peers ahead. Ah, just the right distance 
—gas switch back a few pegs—machine down on her 
nose—and dive. Now he is down to the height of 
the scouts, who continued to fly their circles without 
troubling about him—now he is below them, hurtling 
towards the Farman—now he is near enough to it to 
pull up his stick ever so slightly—now he has the 
English machine nicely in his sights—but wait a 
moment—don’t shoot yet—not foranother ten seconds, 
until within a hundred metres—only keep a cool head 
—the burst must go home, and the enemy must go 
down at the first onslaught—for the seven up there 
will give him no chance of a second. Never-ending 
moments of suspense ! 

As yet the Farman’s observer does not seem to be 
awate of the peril that threatens him. Under the 
guardianship of his seven comrades, he feels himself 
as safe as in Abraham’s bosom. With his hand on the 
transmitter, he leans overboard unconcernedly, 
searching for the shell-bursts. 

But now Eschwege is within a hundred metres of 
him. He has forgotten the seven scouts, for now 
they cannot save their protégé. He presses the 
trigger button — tackackackackackack! The burst 
goes home, for the lines of the tracer bullets end in the 
enemy’s cockpit. 

There—tack-tack-tack-tack-tack—the rattle slows 
down a bit—the left gunis jammed! To be hoped the 
right one will last out ! 
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And it lasts—tacktacktacktacktacktack ! 

When Eschwege is within twenty metres of the 
Farman, it goes down by the nose and hurtles seaward. 
The pilot is hit—he has fallen against the stick. 
(See sketch at chapter heading.) 

Eschwege utilizes the breathing-space to put his 
machine into a steeply banked right-hand turn, so 
that he can get a sight of the seven scouts. Mean- 
while these latter have recovered from their bad 
surprise and are swooping down on him from all 
sides. 

A glance below him. The Farman is still falling. 
A white trail of smoke marks its path. The fuselage 
with its heavy engine inside drops like a stone into 
the depths, the light wings flutter after it like falling 
leaves... 5. 

Eschwege draws a deep breath. Victory! 

How good to be able to return home with this 
certain victory! A quick glance behind him. The 
seven are following—but the distance between pur- 
suets and pursued has increased somewhat. His 
machine is now the speedier as he heads for Kavala 
without worrying about loss of height. 

So now he can watch the Farman’s engine fall into 
the sea at his ease. Already the water goes up in 
spray. Then the sea all round the scene of the crash 
becomes as smooth as a mirror—a wide circle of oil 
is spreading out. Slowly the two wings flutter 
down from the air to the water. 

What next? <A fight with the seven scouts ? 
That would be senseless! Especially as the left 
machine-gun has jammed and half the belt of the right 
one is shot away. 

A final backward glance. The scouts have turned 
back, And down below two submarine-hunters 
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with smoking funnels are churning the water as they 
hasten to the scene of the crash. 
Homeward ! 


Meanwhile I waited on the aerodrome in anxious 
suspense, for no report on the issue of the fight against 
odds had reached me from the observation posts. 

At last the faint drone of an engine comes to me 
from the direction of Philippi. The ghastly suspense 
is over. It is his machine, for even though I cannot 
see it in the morning haze, I know the song of his 
engine. 

Successful or unsuccessful—Eschwege is returning 
from the fray unharmed. The next moment the 
telephone in the men’s tent almost chirps. I rush 
inside and obtain the news I want from the aviation 
central. When Eschwege shot down the English 
artillery plane, the fleet which was deprived of its eye 
suspended the bombardment. 

As I emerge again on to the aerodrome, Eschwege 
jumps out of his machine, beaming with joy, and gives 
meahug. I quickly inform him of what I have heard. 
He nods his satisfaction. 

“I could see the Farman fall into the sea myself, 
but it’s simply splendid to know that the fleet stopped 
shooting afterwards.” 

Meanwhile he has examined his left gun and cleared 
the jam. “ You can imagine what a start it gave me 
when the gun jammed,” he says. “And I can’t 
blame anyone else for the trouble, because I filled the 
belt myself yesterday!” Then, turning to his 
mechanic with a mock threat: “ A lucky thing for you. 
Well, fill the belt up again at once and give the machine 
some oil and petrol because it’s quite possible that the 
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Thasos brethren will come along for their revenge, 
as they will want to make amends for their failure.” 

I got him into the car with the greatest difficulty. 
“Man alive, we'll have a decent breakfast first ; 
we're starving.” 

Then he unbuttoned his flying kit with a laugh. 
“You're tight. But first of all I must wash and dress. 
This morning’s business was such a quick one that I 
really had no time to put on my uniform—lI just 
buzzed off in my pyjamas.” 


We inspected the effects of the bombardment when 
we made our next trip to Kavala. Although an 
occasional stray shot had wandered into the town, we 
had to admit that the guns were brilliantly trained on 
the harbour. But what gave us the greatest cause for 
wonder was the accurate information of the Entente 
agents, for the customs-house, in which the hundred 
mines had been stored, was thoroughly smoked out. 

But, luckily, the nest was already empty. 


After this fine success we should have been only 
too pleased to see a real submarine in Kavala harbour. 
But this wish was also fulfilled. An English cruiser 
of the Juno class was stationed at Stavro. As far as 
we were concerned she was quite harmless, since her 
anti-aircraft gunners were vile marksmen. But she 
was nevertheless an awkward customer, because she 
plastered our line of flight with shellbursts and so put 
the English airmen on our track. They found us all 
the quicker and were able to hinder our reconnais- 
sances and photography, wherefore we should have 
been glad enough to set a German submarine at her, 
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The chances of this pious aspiration being fulfilled 
certainly looked slight enough, because the harbour 
was protected by a mine and net barrage. We could 
see the huge floats of the nets quite plainly when we 
flew low over a calm sea, and often had opportunity 
to do so when returning from flights in that direction, 
as it was a favourite amusement of ours to assail with 
our bombs and machine-guns the patrol boat that 
watched over the net. We were not so greatly 
influenced by military considerations as by the deli- 
cious satisfaction we obtained from creating trouble 
for the British navy. Moreover, the action of the 
waves was so pretty when a ship with a smoking 
funnel tried to dodge our bombs by a course of 
irregular zigzags. 


But one day the cruiser vanished. We thought she 
had steamed off on receiving orders to proceed to 
another station, but soon we learnt something better 
from the official communiqué. 

Despite the shallowness of the water a German 
submarine forced its way through the barrage into 
Stavro harbour and sank the old girl with two well- 
aimed torpedoes. 


CHAPTER VII 


A RUN OF BAD LUCK 


IEUTENANT LENZ was supposed to be bullet- 
proof. On nearly every flight he got into some 
sort of a nasty mess, but he always wriggled out of it 
and came home without a scratch. As his intangi- 
bility became remarkable in the course of time, we 
gave him the honorary title of “ The Virgin.” 
Whenever he reported himself back from a flight 
over the lines, he always told his tale in the same 
matter-of-fact way. It was all the same to him whether 
he had a hot time or did not see a single tail in the sky. 
75 
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This virgin appeared to have no nerves at all, and his 
lack of them pleased me because it was an exception to 
the general rule. 

It is always a pleasure to meet old friends. Sergeant 
Stattaus, who piloted me on my first flights on the 
Western front, had been shot down by French Archies 
over Chalons. But he and several comrades succeeded 
in breaking out of the prison camp at Fort Asniéres, 
near Dijon, and crossing the Swiss frontier at Les 
Verriéres. After barely seven months of involuntary 
separation, he was thus able to report to me again, 
and I allotted him to Lieutenant Lenz for the time 
being. 


One day Angeloff, our Bulgarian interpreter, an- 
nounced his presence when we were sitting over our 
afternoon tea. 

“You’re wanted at Divisional Headquarters, sir,” 
he told me. 

Lieutenant-Colonel Asmanoff received me with a 
serious face. “There’s something going on in 
Thasos. Last night a big transport with an escort 
of three steamers put in there, and this afternoon three 
bombing squadrons visited the Sarishaban plain.” 

I had to agree with him. There was something 
queer going on. 

“Moreover, as you already know from the com- 
muniqué, three warships fired thirty-one shells into 
Kavala harbour and the neighbouring coast about 
noon yesterday.” 

I gave Lenz and Stattaus their orders when I got 
back. “TI want photos of the aerodrome and the 
ships lying inthe roads. And you can drop a few eggs 
on them by way of welcome,” 
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Their Albatros took off at 6.15 p.m. A few minutes 
later the sun-haze of the hot afternoon swallowed it up 
somewhere over the mountains round about Philippi. 

Divisional H.Q. rang me up about 8 p.m.: “‘ Where 
ate the photos?” I could only resign myself to 
report: “ Reconnaissance machine not yet back!” 

Tormented by my unrest, ] went out to the aero- 
drome. Again and again I looked at my watch and 
listened in the direction of Philippi. But I could 
hear no drone of an engine. 

Darkness fell slowly, bringing with it the dread 
certainty: our comrades are overdue. 


What had happened ? 

Immediately after taking off Stattaus steered a direct 
course for the island via Kavala, keeping a sharp eye 
open for English aircraft. Lenz also bent over and 
seatched the aerodrome ahead with his glasses. 
There was certainly big business going on over 
yonder, for six machines stood before the hangars, 
while in the roads lay a huge transport and three 
tiny submarine-hunters. 

First the photos, then the bombs! Lenz snaps the 
ships on to his plates quickly, but when he is just 
about to turn his camera on to the aerodrome, a most 
unpleasant surprise makes him put it down again. 
There are only four machines down below there now, 
which means that two have taken off. A glance at 
the altimeter: 3,000 metres. Well, it will take them 
some little time to climb as high as that. Having 
instructed Stattaus and taken his photographs of the 
aerodrome, he replaces the camera in its case. 

Then “ Crack!” and once again, “Crack!” Of 
course, the Archies are bound to butt in. Moreover. 
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they are taking their job very seriously to-day ; 
the shell-bursts are most accurate, especially in their 
elevation. That is doubly unpleasant, since they 
mark the target for the two scouts. 

Lenz bends over quickly and whacks Stattaus into a 
turn, because he has to fly dead against the wind to 
drop his bombs. No sign of the two English 
machines anywhere. 

Two more shells. But as the gunners did not 
foresee the turn, they are not so well placed as the 
first ones. And now the machine’s nose is turned into 
the wind—the direction is perfect—another three 
seconds—now then—four times Lenz pushes the lever 
and then gives a quick glance overboard. Neatly 
despatched, the four torpedo-shaped bombs whirl 
earthwards. Bon voyage! 

And then—quite near—* Crack!” 

The detonation is so loud that it hurts their ear- 
drums. The machine gives a jump as though struck 
by a savage gust. The cloud of smoke from the 
shell-burst streams out from right underneath them. 
Something cracks in the engine, and at the same 
moment another cloud of smoke rises up. A hit! 
Stattaus gives an anxious look at the rev-counter, the 
hand of which drops quickly. Instinctively he 
throttles down a bit so as to avoid putting too great 
a strain on the engine and possibly bursting it to 
pieces. He has done the right thing, for his propel- 
ler’s revolutions become slower and slower, and 
finally it comes to a standstill. 

A wave of hot blood rises to Stattaus’s heart. 
Will they be able to cross the sea and reach the main- 
land with their dead engine? Yes, they can manage 
it if they may prolong their glide in peace. But the 
worst is still before them; they will have to fight 
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their way back against the two scouts, which may 
loom up any moment. They can only dodge their 
bursts by going into turns, and every turn means a 
loss of height and direction. If the two Englishmen 
keep sitting on them by means of alternating on- 
slaughts and thus prevent them from maintaining a 
straight glide, a terrible end awaits them, because 
they will be forced down on to the waves. And as 
their Albatros is a land machine, with wheels, it will 
turn turtle badly when put down on the water. 
Eschwege has demonstrated this often enough at the 
expense of the Thasos airmen he fought over the sea. 

Meanwhile Stattaus heads the machine N.N.E. in 
otder to reach the nearest point of the mainland. A 
few mote shells bursts, but they lie above as well as 
behind them because the machine has already lost 
considerable height in its glide, 

Lenz takes a look round. The suspense tears at 
his nerves. If only he could catch sight of the two 
scouts and so banish the danger of a surprise attack ! 
And there—at last!—barely three hundred metres below 
them—he sees the gleam of the English cockades. 

The two adversaries go into astonished turns when 
Lenz rattles a few shots down at them. But as they 
can climb quickly while his own machine continues 
to glide down, it is not long before they rise above 
him. And now the first of them attacks, but the 
well-aimed continuous fire that is his welcome forces 
him to sheer off quickly. There is no need for 
Stattaus to go into a turn, and so no height is lost. 

The second takes his time over his attack. A few 
minutes elapse before he dives. He too does not 
seem to be in a particularly aggressive mood to-day, 
and so he bears away from the fire he receives. And 
then the incredible happens; the Englishmen go 
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gliding back to Thasos. Probably they did not notice 
that our machine’s engine is dead; otherwise they 
would have exploited its plight more fully. 


Our men breathed freely. The worst peril had 
mercifully passed them by, for now they did not need 
to go into turns. They had a chance to reach the 
mainland in a straight glide. 

And so it came to pass. Slowly the rescuing land 
drew neater. Now at last they were over the coastal 
marshes of Kumburnu and sailing slowly on towards 
Iralti. Well for them that they still had enough 
height to cross this evil country and reach dry land. 

Deeper and deeper they dropped. Stattaus gave 
an anxious glance down at the ground below, the 
uneven patches of which were marked by the sharp 
shadows thrown by the setting sun. Then the 
machine landed and taxied for a few metres. Ah, a 
ditch, and running at a slant to their own direction as 
well! Snick! snack! the struts of their under- 
catriage broke away, and at the same moment the 
big bird turned turtle. 

Lenz and Stattaus scrambled out of their seats. 
The unusual attitude of their machine had one ad- 
vantage ; it enabled them to see the damage done by 
the hit without having to bend over. A shell splinter, 
as large as a hand had gone through the crank-box and 
smashed a connecting-rod. (Photograph 15.) 

From the nearby Iralti Lenz was able to get in touch 
with me by telephone, about ten o’clock. I passed 
his observations on at once to the chief of the staff, 
who was very satisfied with them and greatly pleased 
to learn that our two airmen had succeeded in reaching 
the mainland. All of us were also glad at this happy 
ending—except Eschwege. 


A RUN OF BAD LUCK 81 


“Tf only I could have known!” he protested. 
“ All that time I was pushing round the Struma front, 
where there was not a tail to be seen. And over there 
I could have caught two at once!” 


He sought his consolation the following day, when 
Lenz and Stattaus had returned safely to us. In a 
battle of turns he shot a B.E.’s engine to pieces and 
forced it to land in the Takhino marsh. And a few 
hours later, the fortunes of war favoured him again, 
for the land machine he attacked was forced down on 
to the sea with a damaged engine. (See sketch at 
chapter heading.) 

A fortnight later an Englishman whom Ahlen had 
shot down told us the end of the tragedy. Both the 
officers managed to get clear of the sinking machine 
and tried to swim to the nearby island of Thasopulo, 
which lies between Thasos and the mainland. But 
only the pilot succeeded ; the observer was drowned. 
When night fell, the survivor was rescued by his 
comrades, who sent a motor-boat from Thasos for 
him. 


At the end of May we received the first indications 
that the English were about to take their lines back. 
While the camp of canvas in the plain dwindled, the 
number of tents on the western slopes of the foothills 
increased. 

By the middle of July the enemy had completed his 
retreat to the right bank, beyond which he only 
retained possession of the seven well-developed bridge- 
heads at the river crossings. The reports of our 
agents and statements made by prisoners informed 
us that this evacuation was due to the cases of malaria 
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and had therefore been ordered for reasons of hygiene. 
Thus Anopheles Maculipennis, the diminutive malaria 
fly, succeeded where cannons and machine-guns failed, 
for he drove the Tommies out of the malaria-infested 
Struma. 

B. J. Seligman, the English war correspondent, has 
given a vivid description of the situation in his 
Macedonian Musings : 

“The plain with its tiny villages, its green 
shrubbery with here and there a cluster of trees, 
and the river, twisting its way through like the coils 
of a giant snake, forms a pleasant and attractive 
picture. But those who lived last summer by the 
river banks, stifled with the heat, pestered with 
insects, stricken with disease, have come to loathe 
the plain—yes, and fear it as if it were some evil 
spirit, for they know. 

“I remained there only ten days. I shall never 
forget those ten days as long as I live. Flies and 
mosquitoes swatm around every camp, yet you have 
not the strength of will in this living tomb to brush 
them away from you. 

“Last summer we took up our positions by the 
rivet banks and clung to them during the summer. 
God! How we paid for them in sickness, agony 
and death. This year we have learnt our lesson ; 
early in June we abandoned the positions so hardly 
won and re-crossed the river.” 


All the reinforcements and supplies for the English 
Struma front had to come up the Seres Road from 
Salonica. In the early days the lorries had to load 
up in Salonica, but when the main line of railway was 
pushed up to Giivesne, the motor journey was 
shortened almost by half. 
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We had to check the traffic on this important line 
of communication at frequent intervals, because it 
was strewn with dumps and depots for supplies of 
munitions, food and all sorts of materials as well as 
camps for the troops. The most important points 
wete the camps at Gtivesne, Likovan, Lahana, 
and Gorasanli. 


Lieutenant-Colonel Asmanoff discussed the new 
situation with me in detail. 

“ According to your photographic reports the 
trailhead at Giivesne is strongly held. (Photo- 
graph 16.) Moreover, I have a report from an agent 
to the effect that the English are planning to build 
a new field railway alongside of the Seres Road, 
which is to extend from Likovan va Lahana to 
Gorasanli. If this information is correct, it is for us 
a valuable confirmation of the fact that we have to 
deal with a withdrawal for health reasons and not a 
strategic retreat to the rear positions at Lahana, or 
even as far back as the Bird Cage fortifications round 
Salonica. I therefore can give you a very important 
mission for to-morrow ; it is to ascertain the extent 
of railway under construction along the road from 
Salonica to Orljak.” 

Lenz and Stattaus took off at 5.40 p.m. on this job. 
I stood on the aerodrome, following their machine 
with my eyes. In a few minutes the haze swallowed 
it up. 

I was heartily glad at that, for it meant that they 
would not be sighted so easily when they were across 
the lines. It was a great advantage for them to-day, 
because their route took them from Ambelones, 
near Salonica, where the C Flight of No. 17 Squadron 
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was stationed, along the road to Lahana. There 
they would find the aerodrome of the B Flight, which 
contained Captain Green—a person who was not 
particularly popular in our part of the world. 

For a while I still heard the drone of their engine, 
but the sound grew ever fainter—then it died away, 
and our last contact with them was broken. ... 


I made work for myself at the aerodrome so that 
I could be there to receive them when they landed. 
At about 7.30 p.m. the drone of an engine came to 
me from the direction of Lake Takhino. The sound 
came nearer—a German engine! So once more | 
could cast off my cares, for five minutes later Lieu- 
tenant Lenz was there to give me his report. 

“They are really building their field railway, start- 
ing at Likovan, but notvi¢ Lahana. It runs alongside 
the main road, xia Hadji Bayramli.” 

This was the desired confirmation—as welcome to 
the chief of the staff as to myself. I shook both their 
hands warmly to show how I rejoiced with them. 

“You’ve done a splendid bit of work! That was 
the main thing! Anything else happened?” 

Lenz pouted. 

“Some fierce fights. Naturally, Salonica reported 
us to Lahana, so that Captain Green caught us over 
his aerodrome with three machines. I’ve never been 
through such a crazy business before. They kept on 
attacking in turns, so that we did not get 2 moment’s 
rest. Often enough they caught us in a dangerous 
burst. We should certainly have been pounded to 
bits if Stattaus hadn’t put us into such splendid turns. 
They kept their pincers on us a long way behind the 
lines, right up to Porna station.” 
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I measured the distance off on the map. “‘ That 
means a running fight of over thirty-four kilometres. 
Boys, you’ve had the devil’s own luck!” Meanwhile 
the armoury master had removed the machine-gun 
and ammunition drums. “The Herr Lieutenant 
fired 400 rounds,” he announced. And while we 
looked into the cockpit to see the used cartridge 
cases lying in heaps, the works master examined the 
machine. 

“ Bight hits!” was his report. 


One day at the beginning of July I took Lenz aside. 

“ My dear Virgin Lenz, you have now done enough 
front patrols for me to put you in for your observer’s 
badge. All you’ve still got to do is a long distance 
reconnaissance to Salonica, which you can carry out 
with Acting-Officer von der Weppen. You can start 
from Flying Section 30’s aerodrome, so that you will 
have an easier return trip from Salonica. The usual 
job: photos of aerodromes, camps and shipping.” 


Taking off from Hudova, they slipped over the 
front with a strong north wind at their backs. 

Ten kilometres behind the front—and the air still 
clear. Not a sign of enemy aircraft, not a single shot 
from an Archie. Lenz searched the sky around him 
with worried eyes. Where were all the defence 
forces? But at last the shell for which he had almost 
been longing burst on his right. 

Weppen put the machine instinctively into a left- 
hand turn. He could not possibly know that in so 
doing he was placing it straight above another shell, 
which exploded at that very moment. The mighty 
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detonation almost wrenched the stick from his hand 
as it banged the machine upward. At the same 
moment he heard something crack in the engine, which 
began to tumble. Slower and slower grew the 
revolutions, until at last they ceased altogether. A hit! 
A very good hit, in fact! Weppen promptly put the 
machine’s nose round and headed for the lines. 

Lenz leans over to him anxiously. “Can we get 
back to Hudova in a glide ?” 

He has no need to shout to make himself under- 
stood, for the engine is dead. Weppen shrugs 
his shoulders and glances at the altimeter. Four 
thousand metres. 

“ Perhaps—if we’re lucky!” 

They have no luck. The sharp north wind which 
made the outward trip child’s play, offers a hard 
resistance to them on the return journey and brakes 
their speed considerably. Slowly, ever so slowly, 
Lake Doiran creeps towards them, and quickly, far 
too quickly, the slender hand of the altimeter goes 
baék. 35500 Saettes 1435000. «42,500 +.262,000 2 
1,500... they can only hope that at least they will 
get over the Bulgarian lines ! 

Now they are once more within range of the Archies 
of the front. Under no circumstances would it be 
pleasant to be peppered by them at such a low height, 
but to-day it is the very devil. For their bird cannot 
make any long turns to get out of range; they eat up 
too much of the precious height. Yet rather thirteen 
Archies than one enemy scout! If a scout attacks 
them fiercely, they must worm their way out of his 
bursts; if they have to do that several times, they 
will never cross the lines. 

Lenz looks round anxiously. But this time, at least, 
luck seems tobewiththem, Thesky is void of aircraft 
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Doiran and its Jake lie on their left. Slowly the 
English trenches approach them. And then a witches’ 
Sabbath breaks loose; every field battery cherishes 
the ambition of bringing the German machine down 
before it flies over the lines. A lucky thing for them 
that the gunners have no experience in dealing with 
aerial targets and so set their fuses incorrectly. 

But a large pack is bound to kill the hare. Now 
the rifles and machine-guns of the trenches also join 
in. Their rattling and barking seem to mount up 
from every quarter of the heavens. They can hear 
the noise plainly through the song of their bracing 
wires. The wortied Weppen goes into irregular 
zigzags. How long can they go on before one of 
these fearsome steel and leaden scythes catches them 
and cuts them in pieces. ... 

Now they have only joo metres of height left. 
Lenz can endure the inactive suspense no longer. 
He pulls the butt end of his machine-gun against his 
cheek and takes the trenches. At least his bullets 
will make the Tommies aim nervously or send them 
to cover. As soon as one ammunition drum is 
finished, he puts another in. But just as he is about to 
re-open fire, he drops the butt in glad surprise and 
bends over to Weppen. 

“ We’ve passed the English front lines ! ” 

Weppen gives him a nod of pleasure and then 
peers ahead anxiously. They are barely 200 metres 
up and cannot reach the Bulgarian positions, which 
are a long distance away from the English ones. 
They will have to land somewhere between the lines. 

Deeper and deeper they drop—now the wheels 
touch the ground—a little hop—and then their bird 
taxies cleanly onward. But the fire of the English 
batteries starts before it comes to a standstill, 
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Luckily, the first shells burst a good distance away, 
so that Lenz has time to photograph the damage. 
A shell splinter has pierced the crank-box from below 
and smashed a connecting rod—just as it did three 
weeks ago when he flew to Thasos with Stattaus ! 

Coincidence! Coincidence ? 

Lenz gathers up his camera and plates while Weppen 
dismounts the pivotable machine-gun. Then it is 
high time for them to decamp, for the shells are 
bursting appreciably nearer. They scurry northward 
at a run towards the Bulgarian trenches which beckon 
them. At the village of Akindshali they meet the 
first sentinels, from whom they receive a friendly 
welcome. 


After getting on the telephone to me, Lenz waited 
at Akindshali with Wappen until nightfall, because 
they wanted to salve what was left of the machine. 
The English batteries fired four hundred shells at it, 
and a flight of eight machines bombed it, but when 
twilight set in, our couple went back to it with a 
Bulgarian patrol. Although the English artillery 
was still engaged on its work of destruction, they 
succeeded in salving the engine and the rigid machine- 
gun. 


tr HUT EP, 
.\ Wy, 


CHAPTER Vill 
OUR FRIENDS THE TURKS 


UR friends the Turks. 

The Turks were always good comrades to us, 
as long as we were on the ground with them. As 
soon as we flew, there was an end to the friendship. 
Faithful to their adage “Ak kopek kara képek, 
ikisside képek dir” (White dog or black dog, both 
are dogs), they fired on every aeroplane, irrespective 
of whether it bore a cross or a cockade, so that we had 
to suffer equally with the English from their pleasure 
in shooting. My requests, complaints and protests 
were all received with a kindly smile. 

89 
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** Af edetssinis !’? (We beg your pardon.) 

They promised to give strict instructions and 
punish the culprits severely ; they almost went as far 
as to promise to send the severed heads of the delin- 
quents to my house. Nevertheless everything went 
on as before, and we therefore sought consolation in 
trying to see the humour of the situation. 

One evening we had a jiizbaschi (Turkish captain) 
as a guest in our mess and discussed with him this 
false conception of the term “ blood-brotherhood.” 
He shrugged his sholuders. 

“ Pek me jussum !” (I’m very sorry.) 

I continued, with a wink to my companions : 

““ We’ve been trying to find the reason and we have 
hit on three of them. We would like you to tell us 
which is the right one. Ischit (listen.) 

“Reason 1: The recognition mark of our aero- 
planes is a cross. Your people have still got the old 
challenge in their blood: ‘the crescent must conquer 
the cross!’ It is therefore no wonder that your 
guns almost go off of their own accord on religious 
grounds. 

“Reason 2: With the exception of those drawn 
from the towns, your soldiers are enemies of every- 
thing that is modern. A man who flies is a son of 
Sheitan, the devil. Sheitan must be destroyed. 

“ Reason 3: By an oversight His Majesty the Sultan 
signed an old decree relating to former wars, which 
ends with the words: ‘ Olum, hep gjaur!’ (Death to 
all the infidel Christian dogs.) So what can your 
soldiers do but obey it ?”’ 

The jizbaschi laughed. 

“None of these three reasons is correct. Listen 
to the fourth and right one. Our people always 
think the English might have painted crosses instead 


OUR FRIENDS THE TURKS 91 


of cockades on their wings asa ruse of war. Naturally 
I know, as well as you do, that this is extremely 
improbable. But our asskerlar (soldiers) have got the 
belief firmly fixed in their heads. If we could make 
it clear to them that the cross-bearing aeroplanes are 
not disguised English machines, then, of course, they 
would not fire at them, for, as you have experienced 
when you met us, gentlemen, it is not only we officers 
who love the alamandscha tajaradschilar (German 
airmen) ; every soldier loves them too. We call them 
bisim tajaradschilar (our airmen), and so hejdi bisim 
tajaradschilar alamandscha! (long live our German 
airmen |)? 

We thanked him heartily, for he had really made a 
vety nice excuse to clear himself and his people. 
But, nevertheless, we decided to hold fast for the future 
to the wise advice: “ Eschejini ewel bagla ssonra 
tanryja issmarla!” (God watches over your donkey, 
but tie him up as well), and so flew over the Turkish 
sector at such a great height that their tokens of erring 
love could not reach us. 


Several months later one of the Turkish divisions 
in our sector and the H.Q. of the zoth Turkish Army 
Corps were transferred elsewhere. When the soth 
Division followed them after a brief space, its com- 
mander expressed his thanks for the support we had 
given him in a most laudatory order of the day. I 
handed Eschwege a translation of this. 

“Really, we ought to thank Shiikri for his kind 
words,” I suggested. “‘ We might take off to-night and 
chuck him down a fat bouquet of flowers when he’s 
entraining with his staff.” 

Eschwege laughed wryly. “And what'll you 
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report to the Kofi! if I crash a machine on landing in 
the pitch darkness ? ” 

I screwed up my left eye. “In the first place you 
won’t crash because you can see in the dark like an 
owl. Secondly it’s not dark at all, because the moon’s 
nearly full. And thirdly, we can whitewash the 
business by hooking it on to a spot of raiding on 
Thasos.” 

And so it came to pass. 

Having packed a couple of hundredweights of 
bombs into our machine, we flew several turns round 
the railway station at a low height—firing a lot of 
starshells in order to prevent the Turks from answering 
our friendly farewell greeting with unfriendly volleys. 
The bouquet we dropped down landed most correctly 
on the railway lines. I let Eschwege cut his engine 
and we shouted in chorus our carefully-rehearsed 
“ Allaha issmarladyk!”’ (May Allah preserve you !) 
three times from a height of 200 metres. 

Then we headed for Thasos. 


It is a splendid moonlit night which would have 
rejoiced the heart of the poet Eichendorff. 

The Kavala road shimmers like a dull silver-grey 
ribbon. When we have flown over the mins of 
Philippi, we see the foothills bordering the farther 
side of the lake all a-glitter. Ten minutes later we 
have left the coast behind us. The sea’s surface is 
only little curly waves, on which the moonlight 
breaks up into a thousand facets. 

To Thasos ! 

But meanwhile the folk on the island have grown 
lively. A searchlight flashes up and gropes for us 


1Kofl=Kommandeur der Flieger (Officer in command of the Air 
Service). 
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through the milk-white air with its quivering ray. 
Then it goes out again. 

Our craft drones its way through the moonlight 
in a steady flight. Again the searchlight flashes up. 
It explores the sky nervously, but can find nothing. 
Once it touches our machine, but overlooks us and 
goes wandering on like a will o’ the wisp. I am 
feeling satisfied; it is not one of those powerful 
ship’s searchlights ; the illumination it gives is so 
feeble that it does not dazzle us, but even provides a 
good line of direction. 

And now the soft outlines of the island’s blue 
mountains take clear shape in the moonlight. We 
shall reach our objective in a few minutes. The 
searchlight becomes very nervous; up and down, 
hither and thither it flashes. 

Then the defence forces begin to get to work even 
before we have reached the coasts of the island. The 
quickfirer sends up her phosphorus shells, which rise 
at regular distances from each other, looking like 
gleaming strokes—from ten to twenty golden rods, 
one behind the other. 

But to-day, as on other occasions, the quickfirer 
is shooting in a wrong direction. I smile as I think 
of the yarn I invented about it, namely that the gun- 
layer of the “stuttering gun” is married to a German 
girl, who has strictly forbidden him to fire on her 
fellow-countrymen. But the Tommies also refuse 
to take their “stuttering gun” seriously, for they have 
given her the nickname of “‘ Coughing Clara.” 

The searchlight has better luck to-day. It catches 
our machine in its beam and tries to keep hold of it. 
I rattle an accurate continuous fire down at it, which 
causes its extinction. Its crew must have fled to 
cover. 
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Then the quickfirer also becomes silent, so that I 
can whack Eschwege on to the row of large hangars 
at my ease. 

He flies a perfect course to the mark, so that I can 
drop all my bombs straight away. Some expectant 
moments—and then—one !—two !—three !—four !— 
five |—six !—seven !—eight ! flash up the hits down 
below there. They lie nice and close to the hangars, 
even if the desired direct hit has not materialized. 

Home again ! 

Half an hour later we make a good landing on our 
aerodrome. 


The next morning I asked Captain von Bardeleben, 
who had hitherto held the post of liaison officer to 
the Turks, how the divisional commander had liked 
out ovation. Bardeleben laughed somewhat sourly. 

“Oh, he was very pleased at your little attention, 
and especially with the beautiful bouquet with the 
ribbons of German and Turkish colours. The only 
trouble was that we felt a bit worried about the 
possibility of your making a mistake and handing out 
a bomb instead of the flowers. And so we didn’t 
really appreciate your act of homage properly until 
after you had buzzed off.” 

We laughed heartily. A mistake of that sort would 
certainly have been a painful one. 


I had been having a talk with Lieutenant-Colonel 
Asmanoff and was about to take my leave. 

“‘ Wait a moment, there’s something else,” he said. 
“We've got a second report from our agents to the 
effect that the English employed spies to set your 
canvas hangars on fire.” 
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I smiled somewhat incredulously, because I con- 
sidered these reports to be pure fiction. But I should 
have been somewhat more thoughtful, I must admit, 
if I had known the real extent of the 16th Wing’s 
activities, for it has since been narrated that Lieu- 
tenant W. S. Scott, of No. 17 Squadron, was able to 
land an agent in the Drama plain on December 17th, 
1916, and another on January 1st, 1917. So it would 
appear that these two gentlemen paid us an incognito 
visit at the time mentioned. 

Nevertheless the misgivings expressed by Lieutenant- 
Colonel Asmanoff left me uneasy. I therefore called 
the Staffel together that same afternoon and put them 
wise. 

“Tf anyone of you goes under in an airfight, that is 
destiny. But if a spy burns the roof over our heads, 
it’s out own fault. So keep your eyes skinned!” 


Soon afterwards my uneasiness received fresh 
nourishment. A two-seater pilot put a spy down on a 
patch of waste land, but could not take off again, 
because he cracked off a wheel on landing. The 
machine was captured by the Bulgarians; the pilot 
managed to disappear, but the agent was taken and 
executed the following day, with due ministrations of 
the Church. 

After this incident I considered it inadvisable to 
entrust the safety of the aerodrome’s extensive 
buildings to the guardianship of one solitary picket. 
As I could not exact further night duty from my 
Staffel after their strenuous exertions of the day’s 
work, I applied for assistance to Lieutenant-Colonel 
Minir, the officer in command of the Turkish recruit 
depot, which still remained in Drama. 
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“ Bujuk memnunijet ile, ssewgiilti kardash!” (It 
will be a thousand pleasures for me, dear brother !) 
he replied. In his good comradeship he put so many 
men at my disposal that none of my own people 
needed to mount guard thenceforth. (See sketch at 
chapter heading.) 

The Turkish soldiers kept a good watch on our 
aerodrome, and no act of incendiarism took place. 


I arranged to have a bomb-proof shelter dug near 
each hangar for the protection of the mechanics in 
cases of raids. As we could not delve too deep into 
the soil on account of subterranean water, we had 
to content ourselves with shallow trenches, roofed 
over with boards, upon which stones were piled up. 
We used up all the little wood at our disposal for this 
purpose, so that we had no materials left over for 
building huts. It was impossible to procure further 
supplies from the countryside, which was so deficient 
in forests, and consequently we were dependent on 
materials reaching us by rail. Their transport always 
took a long time; as the direct railway line was cut 
by the front, the supplies from our base depot at 
Nish had to go round by Sofia, Adrianople, Ferejik 
and Xanthi. This was a stretch of 850 kilometres, 
or the equivalent of the distance between Berlin and 
Paris, whereas the actual distance, as the crow flies, 
was only 300 kilometres—the distance between Berlin 
and Cassel. 

To add to our troubles, the railway from Adrianople 
onward consisted of a single track only. If we sent 
one of our men to accompany the stuff and he made 
a row, and the consignment was then shunted on 
to a siding “till further notice,” it took at least a 
week to reach us. But if the consignment travelled 


18. THE SEAPLANE STATION AT XANTHT 


20, A FIELD RAILWAY STATION 
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unescorted, we had to count on six to eight weeks 
passing before we got it. Tschakete malko! (Just 
be patient for a moment !) 

As we were thus without materials for permanent 
buildings for members of the technical personnel 
who had to be on the spot always, we housed them 
temporarily in a canvas hangar. 


One night a loud detonation rouses me from my 
sleep about 3 a.m. An English bomb raid? And 
then I hear the drone of an engine. By the sound of 
it that Tommy cannot be more than 300 metres up. 

A red glow pervades my room before the next 
bomb goes off. My hands stands still when I rush out 
on to the veranda in dismay. A direct hit on the 
northernmost tent! On the tent where we keep the 
reserve one-seater, on the tent where my seven fellows 
sleep! It is blazing up to heaven in a mighty flame! 

And my lads, my lads! I snatch up the telephone 
receiver and turn the handle. No answer; the bomb 
has cut the connection ! 

Only to know—to know for certain! An overcoat 
over my sleeping suit—my feet into their boots— 
and then out I run to the aerodrome! Five further 
bombs go off. The tent is one huge torch. 

Now the Very lights are going up. Red and green 
balls of fire shoot out from the sea of flames and career 
in long curves. Some signal cartridges follow them, 
exploding in the air with faint cracks and pouring a 
shower of white stars on the aerodrome. Then the 
machine-gun ammunition begins to explode. 

“* Knack—knackackack—knackack—knackackack- 
ack—knack! It sounded just like our protection fire 
in 1914. 
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I am out of breath, but I rush on. My men, my 
men! The airman circles round the aerodrome 
again and drops another bomb. The livid flash when 
it comes in contact with the ground gleams on his 
cockades. You dog, if only I could bring you down ! 

And then the drone of the engine grows fainter. 
The Englishman is flying back to Thasos. 

As I run on, I hear someone call my name. Esch- 
wege! He has not even got his boots on—only 
house shoes. When we reach the tent at last, we have 
to duck because the bullets from the exploding muni- 
tions buzz round our ears. At the sound of my voice 
figures emerge from the night into the glare of the 
blaze. Leonhardt is the first one whom I can identify. 

“ Anyone wounded ? ” 

aNowsir |? 

I am deeply moved by these joyful tidings and can 
hardly believe my luck. The transition from black 
grief to bright joy is too sudden. Come here, all 
seven of you! J must hear your voices, I must see 
with my own eyes that all the bones in your bodies 
ate unbroken! Full of happiness, I grasp each man’s 
hand—the hands of Brammertz, the armoury master 
and the six mechanics—Leonhardt and _ Sichter, 
Osterwald and Kurtenbach, Szymanski and Freytag. 
And only then can I breathe freely again from the 
depths of a joyful heart. It is really true—all seven 
have been preserved to me ! 

“ Boys, you don’t know how glad I am that you 
managed to get out in time. And no one reported 
the raider?” 

They were able to laugh again. “No, the sly 
fellow didn’t fly the direct way, but went round by 
the mountains. And so the observation post didn’t 
heat him!” 
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*¢ And you didn’t wake up till you heard the bomb?” 

Leonhardt’s face was thoughtful. “It would have 
been too late then. The first bomb made a direct 
hit on our tent, and it was a heavy one.” 

A shiver ran through my limbs once more. “‘ And 
nevertheless nothing touched you?” 

“Tt would have been all up with us if our Turk 
hadn’t kept a sharp look-out. He heard the airman 
coming and woke us up. We bolted for the dug-out 
at once, and it was high time, too! The last of us was 
still on the steps when it came down, and the air 
pressure of the direct hit blew him right down on to 
usi” 

Then they promptly set about the work of ex- 
tinguishing the blaze. They raked the burning tent 
to pieces with iron bars and actually succeeded in 
salving a few things. Leonhardt sustained several 
burns from glowing scraps of canvas, but luckily, 
his injuries were not serious. 

We then attacked the fire with entrenching tools. 
But meanwhile we shook our Turk’s hand. 

“ Eji arkadash!”? (Good comrade !) 

I am ashamed to say that I can no longer recollect 
the name of this stout fellow. Allah mukafatinizi 
werssin, bilmem tiirk assker ! (May Allah requite thee, 
thou unknown Turkish soldier !) 


Soon afterwards other officers and men came along. 
The Englishman had really had a great stroke of luck. 
A direct hit on the tent! The petrol that spurted out 
would have sufficed to set the whole tent on fire in the 
space of afew seconds. (Photographi7.) We found 
the charred corpses of our two dogs when we cleared 
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up the mess. Poor fellows! In the hurry of the 
retreat no one thought of waking them. And I was 
still full of gratitude for the wonderful preservation 
of my brave fellows. Then suddenly an idea occurred 
to me. 

“Td like to bet the Thasos brethren will come 
along in the morning for a picture of the damage. 
A whole squadron of them naturally, because of 
Eschwege. But I think we’re going to spoil their 
fun for them!” 

I turned to the works master. “‘ Get a lorry and 
fetch the reserve tent out of store at once! We'll 
put it up over the scene of the fire and so diddle the 
English about the success of their raid.” 

No sooner said than done. An hour later we had 
collected all the debris from a wide area, and over the 
blackened ground of the conflagration rose up a new 
tent. 


We awaited the morning visitor with much excite- 
ment. And—to our great glee—he came! The 
telephone started to ring just before 11 a.m. 

“ Flight of five machines took off from Thasos !” 

Half an hour later the observation machine, which 
was to do the photography, appeared at a respectful 
height, accompanied by two one-seaters. T'wo other 
scouts citcled in the air above Philippi, waiting to 
join the trio on their return. 

Our laughter chimed across the aerodrome. Firstly, 
it tickled our vanity most agreeably to know that the 
enemy respected our prowess to the extent of taking 
such precautions. And secondly we pictured the 
faces of the Tommies when they developed their 
plates and found the usual complete set of tents on 
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them. The bomb-dropper would have certainly put 
in an enthusiastic report on his—undoubtedly excel- 
lent—tresults, but by his own estimate of his feat he 
would henceforth be regarded as an incorrigible 
optimist. Joy at the misfortunes of others is the 
purest form of joy. 
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CHAPTER 1% 


THE FIRE-RAISERS 


Y Staffel was the only German fighting unit in 
the sector of the 2nd Bulgarian army. The 
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German seaplane station at Xanthi, on Lake Buru, 


which lay about eighty kilometres eastward of us, 
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came within the sphere of the Bulgarian 4th army. 
(See photograph 18.) It took its orders from the 
naval authorities and its main work consisted of 
over-sea reconnaissances. 

Our naval comrades suffered severely from malaria 
in the marshy coastal lands. It therefore came to 
pass that Lieutenant Immisch, of the Imperial Navy, 
was the only officer in Xanthi. When he met with 
a fatal accident while bathing, I had to despatch 
Lieutenant Greiff to take command of the station and 
undertake the reconnaissance and defence work in 
that locality. 


The Greek summer brought with it a paralysing 
heat. The mercury in the thermometer rose to over 
50; then it climbed to 60 and wandered slowly up 
towards the 7o mark. The roads and streets were 
deserted in the midday hours. Anyone who was 
rash enough to leave his house at this time found the 
sun beating down upon him so unmercifully that 
within half an hour he made an anguished retreat for 
the protective shade, where he cursed his folly. 

Our bathing place at Kavala lost its popularity ; 
the warm sea-water affected the skin like an unpleasant 
alkali. The cold springs of the town pond, however, 
still afforded some refreshment. 

We had to carry out our flights in the early morning 
and late afternoon, and even then we often flew in our 
shirt sleeves. Photography was inconceivable in the 
midday heat, because the gelatine layers on the plates 
came loose from the glass and threw up blisters. 
In the dark-room we had to keep our developer and 
fixing-bath on ice. 

But under these circumstances we made a virtue 


104 WAR FLYING IN MACEDONIA 


of necessity. The long shadows on photographs 
taken when the sun was so low in the sky made them 
extremely plastic—as may be seen in most striking 
fashion on the two photographs of Flying Section 34 
and the Vardar Sector. (Photographs 19 and 20.) 

Moreover, our engines proved to be unreliable in 
the heat of the sun. The heavy oil became as liquid 
as water ; it squirted about inthe crank-box and oozed 
from all joints. It dirtied the bright canvas of the 
cockpit, drenched one’s clothing and coated the 
goggles. The engine beat as irregularly as a sick 
man’s pulse and put fear into the airmen’s hearts, for 
it is a bad business to fly over the enemy’s countty of 
the rugged mountains of the wild Balkan ranges with 
a knocking engine. Once Lieutenant Rottka and 
Acting Officer von der Weppen had to break off their 
front patrol because the hot oil fouled their engine 
to such an extent that it dropped a full 200 revs. 

Thus there seemed to be a tacit agreement between 
us and the enemy that there was to be no flying in the 
middle of the day! This lasted until the English made 
Eschwege an unspoken reason for breaking the agree- 
ment. As the principal business was concentrated 
into a few hours, he was able to achieve greater 
successes in his flying time. 


We sat at our evening meal—the usual bread and 
dripping, with tomatoes. Windows and doors were 
wide open, but the gauze screens in front of them 
protected us from the mosquitoes. Then my orderly 
announced Lieutenant Kerikoff. 

“The fire-raisers are at work again, sir!” 

The news gave me quite a big shock at first, for I 
was always worried about the possibility of some spy 
putting a light to our aerodrome. 
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“ Have you caught one ?” I asked. 

He smiled. ‘‘ No, youcan do that. You see, they 
are the English naval airmen from Thasos, and they’re 
having another shot at setting fire to our wheatfields 
in the Sarishaban plain! Please help us!” 

* Do the Englishmen land for the job?” 

“Oh no, they daren’t do that. But they’ve fixed 
up a special kind of incendiary bomb. We made our 
men collect the fragments, and I can show you them 
now.” 

He bade two Voyniks (soldiers) drag in a mighty 
sack and empty its contents on the floor. 

“Tuk! (here!) They are huge metal pear-shaped 
containers, filled with petroleum and benzine. When 
they come down, the impact splits their thin walls, 
and the squirting liquid is set on fire by an igniter. 
The next moment you have a circle of about ten 
metres diameter in flames.” 

“And do you think the English have any oan 
with these bombs ?” 

“Yes. At least they did us a lot of damage with 
them last year. Certainly the conditions were particu- 
larly favourable for them, because the summer was 
abnormally dry, even for Macedonia. Meanwhile 
we have collected experiences and organized fire- 
fighting squads among our men and the villagers. 
We beat the fire down with sticks and then extinguish 
it by pouring on earth. We also check it by digging 
wide trenches in the direction of the wind.” 

“But isn’t the harvesting going on now ?” 

“Yes, but all the same, there’s a big risk. Our 
peasants don’t cut their corn with scythes, but just 
take off the ears with their sickles. So the stalks 
remain standing and give fuel to the fire.” 

I nodded to Eschwege. “ Well, then, off you go, 
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old man. You’ve got a forward landing ground at 
Iralti. Perhaps you can do something.” 

Eschwege turned to Kerikoff. “ About what time 
do the fire-raisers generally come over?” 

“Mostly between 11 a.m. and 3 p.m. Never in the 
early morning, because the dew is still lying, and very 
seldom in the late afternoon, because you are about ! 
They came about half-past eleven this morning.” 

“ All right. Tl be on the spot!” 


The following morning Eschwege lay in the thin 
grass at Iralti. 

The sun rose in the sky, but there was no sign of the 
enemy. He went to his machine and consulted the 
chronometer. It was close on eleven. The Thasos 
folk were due soon if they meant to carry out their 
programme on the lines of the previous day. 

He gazed longingly to southward, where the dark 
blue mountains of Thasos—barely twenty-five kilo- 
metres away—towered up to the metallic sky in 
jagged pinnacles. On the level coastal strip at their 
feet the Thasos squadron, with its twenty machines 
ot more, had its aerodrome, in the neighbourhood of 
Megalo Kavamiti. He had already brought down 
five of them and hoped the sixth would fall that day. 

The sun stabbed him. He gave another look to the 
ammunition belts in the two machine-guns and then 
lay down in the shadow of the left wing. Wait, wait, 
wait—that was his only solution of the problem. 
And how sad it would be to have to fly back home 
without having seen a single tail. 

At last—the drone of anengine! Eschwege jumps 
up and turns his glasses in the direction of the island. 
Nothing to be seen! But it is quite likely that the 
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haze is masking the aircraft. He puts his glasses 
down again and listens eagerly. Yes, again there is 
that delicious music ! 

On with jacket and helmet! The drone comes 
neater; by the sound of it there must be several 
machines. But still nothing in sight. Up with the 
glasses! Ah, yonder over Cape Kojun Nakla three 
black smears are looming out of the haze. 

But patience! No good charging them blindly ; 
the first thing is to find out whether they are flying 
here or towards some other objective. A nerve- 
wracking delay of several minutes, during which the 
glasses remain glued to his eyes. 

They are coming this way! They are the fire- 
raisers! With two leaps Eschwege is at his propeller, 
swinging it to set the engine going at once. Then he 
puts his glasses to his eyes again. Now he can 
recognize them quite plainly. They are flying very 
low; only about a thousand or twelve hundred 
metres, he judges. He trembles with joy! They 
are coming | they are coming ! 

He thinks it over quickly. He will let them drop 
their bombs and then catch them by surprise on the 
way home. Nearer and nearer they come. ... 

Now he can make them out with the naked eye. 
Two big Farmans with the bombs, and a Sopwith 
seaplane for their escort. He can see the floats below 
the wings quite plainly. Just a few minutes more, 
and then I’ll nab you. He would prefer to fly to meet 
them, but then they would see his approach, and the 
basis of his anticipated success—the surprise attack— 
would go to the devil. 

So best to wait, however hard it may be. They 
will not spot his machine so easily as long as it remains 
down here, for the fuselage and the upper wing surface 
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ate painted a dull colour which tones in with the barren 
land when viewed from above. 

Now they are flying over him. Eschwege has to 
look straight up at them. The observer in one of the 
Farmans bends over, peering ahead; he must be 
looking for his objective. And now they have passed 
over him; the fhighty harmony of their three engines 
is dying away. And now two—three—four objects 
detach themselves from the bulk of the machine. 
Bombs ! 

Eschwege feels himself electrified. Those bombs 
must come down hardly a thousand metres away from 
him. He climbs into his machine and stands up on the 
seat to get a better view of the hits. 

“Humm!” the first one! No detonation and 
only very little dust. A dud! Eschwege laughs 
aloud in malicious glee. But the other three bombs 
explode: “ Crack! crack !! crack !1!” 

A jet of flame hisses out of the dust round the spot 
where it fell, and then a snow-white pillar of smoke 
towers up like a slender tree-trunk. A few seconds 
later its summit begins to spread. 

Three such silver pine trees have grown out of the 
earth. At the same moment the corn around their 
feet begins to glow and smoulder. Now the other 
Farman discharges its load of bombs and conjures 
more magic trees from the parched earth. Then the 
machines go round in a prolonged turn to head 
southward. (See sketch at chapter head.) 

Now’s the time! Quick as lightning, Eschwege 
slips into his seat and turns the starter. But the 
sparking plugs will not work. Another frantic turn 
of the starter. Again no ignition! Damn! 

Barely a thousand metres above his head, the 
three machines are on their way back to Thasos, and 
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the drone of their engines sounds like a paean of 
triumph. No, that must not be! They must not 
escape! That would be terrible ! 

In the twinkling of an eye he is out of his machine, 
swinging the propeller once more. Then back into 
his seat and round with the starter. But the propeller 
stands there as stiff as a post and refuses to move. 
Enough to dtive anyone mad! The three machines 
drone on incessantly towards their home aerodrome. 
Once again he jumps out and swings the propeller— 
but for the third time no ignition follows ! 

Out with the oil-can—open the cocks—some petrol 
in the cylinders—shut cocks—swing prop again! 
Now comes the moment which will decide whether 
he can catch the fire-raisers. He can hardly make 
them out now with the naked eye ; the haze will have 
swallowed them. Back again into his seat with his 
heart thumping out its fear—tround with the starter 
—and—hurrah—the spark catches—the propeller is 
turning! Heavenly music! 

In an instant he has the straps round his shoulders 
and fastened. Down with the goggles—open throttle 
gradually—now the engine is giving her full revs— 
the whirling propeller looks like a glass circle—the 
machine begins to move slowly—it gets up speed as 
it taxies—several hops over ridges in the ground— 
pull stick—in the air—a look ahead! No sign of 
those three machines now, but I’ll catch you all the 
same ! 

A minute later his eye picks them out of the haze 
once more. And now his swift machine comes nearer 
and nearer to the trio. Can he catch up in time ? 

Can he? He must! 

And even if he has to engage them over their own 
aerodrome, one at least must fall! The engine only 
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just caught on in time, for now he is already over the 
huts of Daljan, which lie close to the coast. But he 
is within 500 metres of them and has climbed 300 
above them. 

The three are quite carefree. Their job is done. 
The scout that acts as escort seems to be in the greatest 
hurry of all to get home again, for he is at least a 
thousand metres ahead of the slower bombers. 

That is all to the good. Yes, now he is just at the 
right distance for a dive on the hindermost Farman. 
The observer has not seen him yet. Perched on his 
tip-up seat, he is reading. 

Eschwege puts his machine down on to her nose 
and bridges the gap in his quick dive. 

The observer still has his back turned to him. Yes, 
now—another hundred metres—the machine is nicely 
in his sights—press trigger button—and “ tackack- 
ack!” rattles the burst into the English machine. 

Eschwege sees the observer jump up in dismay 
and pull his machine-gun round. Too late, my 
friend! If lve got my burst on you at this distance, 
then—ah, the gun’s jammed! He has bately space 
to pull his machine up to avoid ramming the English- 
man and pass out just above him. 

A bad business. But for the gun jam the Tommy 
would be whizzing down seaward now. Eschwege 
sweats. What does it help him if he can clear the 
gun again in a few seconds! His winning trump— 
the surptise attack—has slipped from his hand. 

And now he has to tackle a second opponent as 
well. While the other Farman puts its nose downand 
dives for Thasos, the Sopwith scout has turned round 
immediately at the sound of the firing and is attacking 
Eschwege from a distance of 300 metres. After 
emitting a short series of bullets, he turns away again. 
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Eschwege looks round. What has happened to his 
Farman? Nowhere to be seen? Has he finished it 
off with a couple of shots? That would be really 
wonderful ! 

But, unfortunately, that is not the case, for now he 
sights it far below, making for the nearby coast. 
After him! Never mind if the Sopwith tries to fasten 
on to his tail again—the main thing now is to get 
up the right speed by an energetic dive, so that the 
enemy scout cannot catch him up before he shoots. 

So down with the machine on to her nose and after 
the Farman we go. High time, if we’re to catch him, 
for the coast of Thasos looms alarmingly near. The 
enemy must not reach it ! 

Ah, now he is within range again. Through the 
roar of his engine he hears the two guns of the English 
observer rattling away. But they shall not spoil his 
aim. Only don’t shoot too soon! Get close up 
first | 

Now! Press trigger button—and now his twin 
bursts hail into the English machine. The observer 
goes on shooting—then a cloud of smoke tises 
suddenly from the engine—the propeller goes slower 
—and finally Eschwege sees it drop dead. The engine 
is shot to pieces, and now the Farman will have to go 
down into the sea. It cannot reach the safety of the 
shore. 

Shall he put another burst in? No; quite un- 
necessary, for now the observer relinquishes his 
machine-gun and switches on the dual control device 
by his seat. The pilot is disabled. The English 
machine goes down to the waves in a slow glide. 
As it is a land machine, with wheels, Eschwege knows 
that it must smash up when it touches the water’s 
surface. 
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So now he can look round for the Sopwith again. 
But its pilot seems to have made the same observations 
and drawn the same conclusions. In any case, he has 
turned away and is making for his moorings; he 
has gone to seek help for his comrades who will be 
drifting on the sea in a few seconds. 

Thus Eschwege can watch the last act of the 
tragedy at his ease. The observer tries to pull his 
machine up again when it is close tothe water’s edge, 
but the momentum of his glide is exhausted—the 
wheels touch the water and at the same moment the 
suddenly braked machine turns turtle. The tail breaks 
off. 

Only 500 metres to the shore. So the two will be 
able to save themselves by means of their swimming- 
vests. And the victor is glad of that. The machine 
is finished completely. Wings and tail are still 
floating on the waves ; the fuselage has gone down to 
the depths with the heavy engine. 

Eschwege can plainly see the airmen grasping the 
wreckage and pulling off their yellow leather coats. 
So the pilot is not dead, but only wounded. 

He returns their greeting when they wave up to 
him. “No, I’m not going to fire at you, poor 
fellows |” 

Then he heads his machine homeward again. 


Divisional headquarters passed us on the report of 
the observation post on the coast as we sat over out 
afternoon tea. Immediately after the two surviving 
machines landed, a large seaplane took off and cruised 
over the scene of the wreck for about an hour, in 
company with a small motor boat. No one could 
see whether their efforts were successful, 


21, ESCHWEGE’S ALBATROS 


22. THE TAKHINO MARSHI 
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** My Farman is finished,” Eschwege opined. “I 
hope they were able to fish out the crew.” 


Several weeks later Eschwege shot down another 
Thasos machine over the mainland. As both pilot 
and observer fell into our hands unwounded, we were 
able to inquire after the fate of the their two comrades 
who had come down in the sea. 

“The observer was rescued. The pilot, who was 
badly wounded, sank and was drowned.” 

Eschwege’s face grew sad. 

“Tm sorry!” he said. 


HAPTER X 


jaa 
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SCHWEGE strolled about the aerodrome, wait- 
ing for news of something in the air. At last 
good tidings came to hand. 

“English machine making for Porna! ” 

So jump in and take off! Infinite minutes of sus- 
pense, for each of them brings him only three kilo- 
metres nearer the desired goal. He hopes he can 
locate the Englishman in the strong haze. But there 
—thank you, dear Archies—the dainty snowballs of 
shell-bursts take shape in the sky. 
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Meanwhile the B.E.—a one-seater—has unloaded 
his cargo of bombs and is making for the lines again. 
As he has no observer to guard his back, Eschwege 
can close up with him unseen. But he does not over- 
climb him for fear the pilot should catch sight of him 
in his mirror. He prefers to keep under his tail. 
(Photograph 21.) 

He is going to try a new method to-day. As soon 
as he is close enough, he will put his stick down hard 
and utilize the speed thus obtained to zoom up 
sharply and put his burst into the disagreeably sur- 
ptised Tommy from below. He does so, and only 
after a few seconds has the assailed Englishman 
recovered sufficiently to throw his machine round and 
give battle. For a brief space they interchange 
shots. 

But when the Englishman has noticed that Esch- 
wege is the quicker on his turns and can therefore sit 
on him again and again after a short pause, he tries to 
escape over Lake Takhino bya steep dive. Eschwege, 
however, refuses to let go, and repeatedly forces him 
to tum at bay. The enemy must go down, because 
he is shooting at close range, and his burst often gets 
home. 

But unfortunately he does not go down. The 
two adversaries are only twenty metres above the 
ground when they reach the marshy land on the farther 
side of the lake. Now it is high time to finish the 
business, thinks Eschwege, and sends him a blessing 
from both guns at once, delivering it from behind at 
close range. 

Ah—left gun jammed! If only the right one can 
carry on. But that likewise begins to stutter and 
finally goes on strike. Full of rage, Eschwege bends 
over and clears both guns. Then he goes into a turn 
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in otder to give the Englishman his quietus. (See 
sketch at chapter heading.) 

What’s happened to the fellow? He has disap- 
peared! Eschwege searches the landscape once 
mote. No sign of him! 

He can certainly never find him if he has landed 
down in the reeds with a disabled engine. The upper 
wing surface of the B.E. is painted dark brown, so 
that it will be hardly recognizable in this part of the 
world. (Photograph 22.) 

Eschwege flies home in the dumps. He has fired 
six hundred rounds. The Tommy is finished off— 
but how to prove it? 

Can’t be done, unfortunately. 


Not until after the lapse of five weeks did we obtain 
the definite news we desired. It was given us by an 
English airman whom the Bulgarians had shot down. 
He stated : 

“ The B.E. 2D 90 h.p. was attacked over Porna 
by a German scout. The machine sustained 
mote than 200 hits and made a forced landing on 
bad ground to westward of the Takhino marsh. 
The stick, tank, engine, instruments, struts, spars, 
wheels and propeller were so riddled that the 
machine had to be scrapped. The pilot received 
four wounds.” 


II 


Misfortunes seldom come singly. 

Eschwege had a similar piece of bad luck two days 
after the aforesaid encounter. When flying a barrage 
patrol, he sighted a B.E. one-seater over Lake Takhino 
and promptly attacked it. After a brief engagement 
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the Englishman sheered off and made for the further 
shore. When Eschwege sat on his neck, he extricated 
himself by an extraordinarily daring nose-dive and 
landed at Monuhi aerodrome. 


In this case, too, we obtained supplementary news 
conceming the “How?” from a similar source of 
information, and this time we even received enlighten- 
ment on the “ Who’s Who?” Eschwege’s oppo- 
nent was Captain Green in person; after his machine 
has sustained sixteen hits, a jammed gun forced him 
to break off the combat. We laughed with malicious 
glee when we heard the news, and even Eschwege’s 
face showed his satisfaction. 

“T always wanted to get Green in my sights,” he 
said. “According to that Englishman’s statement, 
he has already shot down four German machines. 
But I’m certain that gun jam is a bit of an exaggeration. 
The good fellow was simply in a tight corner.” 


Til 


Like all good things, all bad ones are three. 

Neither of those two successful encounters could 
be credited as “ victories ” because the machines did 
not fall into our hands and there were no ground 
witnesses to testify. Poor Eschwege had no better 
luck in his third affair. 

As it demonstrates the difficulties which had to be 
overcome before an opponent shot down on the 
farther side of the lines could be credited to his 
vanquisher, I propose to let the official documents 
speak for themselves. 

The Staffel’s combat report of March 8th, 1917: 

Scout machine: Lieut. von Eschwege. Duration 
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of patrol 10.15 a.m.—11.10a.m. ‘Took off in pursuit 
of enemy two-seater. After an indecisive combat the 
enemy aitcraft escaped across Lake Takhino, flying at 
200 metres. 

Bulgarian official communiqué, March gth, 1917: 

** After an air fight over Seres an enemy aircraft 

was forced to land behind the enemy’s lines.” 

Reply to our inquiry by the roth Bulgarian Division: 

“The forced landing was definitely seen by the 
Bulgarian observation posts. Moreover, a metal 
part was detached from the machine during the 
fight and came down near Alistrati.” 

Telegram to the German staff officer attached to 
G.H.Q., znd Bulgarian Army Corps : 

“Please obtain and forward metal part.” 

The examination of the metal part showed that it 
was actually a part shot away from the engine. It 
appeared to belong to a vertical push rod. 

Statement by a R.N.A.S. airman, who was taken 
prisoner : 

“On March 8th one of our machines had a fight 
with the scout from Drama. The observer was 
wounded in the hip. The machine made a forced 
landing. It was badly damaged.” 

Statement by a R.F.C. airman, who was taken 
prisoner : 

“ At the beginning of March one of our Nieuports 
sustained much damage, including an oblique hit on 
the undercarriage strut, so that the undercarriage 
broke off when the machine made a forced landing. 
The machine was smashed up. Moreover, it 
sustained so many hits that it had to be scrapped as 
totally unserviceable. The observer was severely 
wounded in the lungs, but recovered.” 
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With us a victory did not count as such until it was 
won and confirmed. 

This fact Lieutenant Becher, an observer ace from 
Hudova, who was transferred to my Staffel, learnt to his 
cost. With his thirty-two years he was the eldest of 
us all, and his predilection for fat cigars earned him the 
nickname of “ the alderman.” 

When he was still serving in the Vardar sector, he 
fell in with a group of ten Sopwiths on his return from 
a photographic flight and damaged the engine of one 
of them so badly that the pilot was forced to land on 
our side of the lines. But then came his bad luck. 
Lieutenant Pocock, the English pilot, was not taken 
prisoner until he had burnt his machine. 

When we hailed our comrade as the victor of the 
aerial battle, Mr. Pocock said with a smile : 

“What? You shot me down? Not a bit of it! 
I didn’t even see any German airmen, let alone fight 
theme 

But Becher was not the man to abandon a good cause 
without a struggle. With the assistance of the works 
master he extricated the engine from the debris, and 
lo! he found not only several bullet holes but even 
some fragments of machine-gun bullets. Neverthe- 
less, Pocock persisted in his denial. 

“Yes, those hits are from another fight which I had 
a couple of weeks ago.” 

The consequence was that the Kogenluft authorities 
did not credit our man with the victory. It was a 
bitter blow for him, but it shows how superconscien- 
tiously our victory lists were made out. 

But for that very reason Becher received greater 
credit from those same authorities when he located 
the big net barrage in Salonica harbour. His photo- 
graphs were most welcome to the Admiralty staff 
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because they furnished a basis for submarine 
operations. 

Becher had also many tough fights to survive when 
he worked with us. He also lived up to his reputation 
as a photographic ace. Like his deeds he did not lack 
recognition while he was with us. 

When the congratulatory telegram which had gone 
the round of our table came back to me, I was particu- 
larly delighted with the ‘‘ B ” with which the “ alder- 
man ” had countersigned it. 


23. ABOVE THE CLOUDS 


24. BELOW THE CLOUDS 


25. MACEDONIAN ROAD AFTER HEAVY RAIN 


26. GREEK MOUNTAIN LANDSCAPE 
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27. MONASTIR 


CHAPTER XI 


WINDS AND CLOUDS 


HE cloud formations in the Balkans were quite 
incalculable. (Photograph 23.) 

Once Wethekam and I landed on the Bulgarian 
aerodrome at Belisa after a front patrol, because I had 
received a summons to theH.Q. of the 2nd Bulgarian 
army. The sky clouded over in the afternoon, so 
that I was anxious to get off, although our Bulgarian 
comrades of the air gave us a hearty invitation to 
spend the night with them. Wethekam tried his 
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machine-gun before we started and had the misfortune 
to put several bullets through the wood of a propeller 
blade. A Bulgarian lieutenant raised his index finger 
in setious warning. 

* Better stay here! Losch prisnak !” (Bad omen !) 

I could not help laughing. In addition to obtaining 
their machines from us, the Bulgarian airmen also 
took over the superstitions to which all of us—myself 
unfortunately not excepted—were foolish slaves. I 
would only fly in the old crash helmet I had worn 
ever since my first flight—I never allowed myself to 
be photographed before I took off—I never looked at 
a machine which had been shot down in flames—I did 
not wish a comrade “ Good luck!” before he took 
off, but “‘ Hals und Beinbruch ! ” (May you break your 
neck and your limbs !)—I swore by my lucky numbers, 
7,3, 5 and 13—andI.... 

As, however, I would rather have died than con- 
fessed my own superstitions to the Bulgarians, I felt 
unwilling to let them detain me. It would have been 
all right if 1 had decided to stay of my own free will, 
but under the circumstances it was impossible for me 
to yield. 

1 therefore said “ Mnogo blagodarja!” (Many 
thanks !) and “‘ Do wischdane! ” (Au revoir!) Then 
Wethekam and I whirled off. 

We were just able to clear the 1,700 metres of the 
summits of the Pirin range, but thick clouds had 
collected round Mount Rhodope, where a gale tossed 
them about at terrific speed. A few minutes later 
we found our way to Drama barred by a huge thunder- 
storm, which filled the valley. If we thrust our way 
into it, we risked being struck by lightning or colliding 
with a rocky clifi—two most unpleasant possibilities. 
Likewise I had no desire to risk a forced landing in 
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that most unalluring valley, for the Kofl had sent 
a telegram round to all aerodromes a few weeks 
previously : 


*““Crashes must be avoided at all costs as no 
replacement machines in park.” 


Of course, Eschwege must encounter a gust after 
taking off on the following day, with the result that he 
cracked off his undercarriage. If I should happen to 
crash a machine on top of that, I saw ourselves becom- 
ing most unpleasantly conspicuous. I therefore pre- 
ferred to take a bite of my sour apple and fly back to 
out Bulgarian friends at Belisa, even at the risk of 
being welcomed with a series of knowing grins. So 
right about turn ! 

Wethekam put his machine obediently into the turn 
which would set us on our way back. But meanwhile 
the clouds had dropped so low about Mount Pirin 
that we were encircled on all sides and could only 
buzz round like a cockchafer under a glass bowl. 
(Photograph 24.) 

So there was nothing left for us but a forced landing. 
After a long search we discovered a maize field which 
had been reaped. It certainly contained a number of 
deep furrows, in which all too many thick beheaded 
stalks still stood up about a foot high ; as, moreover, 
the wind’s direction was at an angle to the lines of 
these furrows, we had an excellent chance of cracking 
off our undercarriage when we landed. Even if we 
had the luck to escape this sad fate, it looked as if, at 
least, the propeller would be splintered when it touched 
the maize stalks. But we had to go down, because 
the clouds were sinking lower and lower, thus literally 
forcing us down to earth. I bade Wethekam cut his 
engine and gave him instructions. 
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“Take your time over the flattening out; then 
pancake so that we taxi the shortest possible distance. 
Above all, keep your tail down, so as to prevent 
the machine turning turtle and the prop going to 
smithereens | ” 

Wethekam nodded, and then proceeded to do his 
job faultlessly. The furrows gave our undercarriage 
a bad jolting in spite of its rubber springs, but as we 
had only little way on us, we escaped with several 
bumps. Then we came to a standstill. 

From the nearby town of Nevrokop I rang up 
Eschwege in order to stop our people wortying about 
us. But meanwhile the thunderstorm had raged itself 
out in a heavy downpour and disappeared as quickly 
as it came. The evening sun evolved a magnificent 
rainbow over the valley. For the moment, however, 
we regarded this message of peace as merely an irony 
because we were faced with the prospect ofa difficult take 
off from the hard field of maize stubble. Wethekam 
had meanwhile inquited whether there was any 
better starting ground in the neighbourhood, but as 
a matter of fact, we had come down instinctively on 
the only spot of ground where we had any possible 
chance of avoiding a smash. 

A number of Bulgarians from the little town had 
wandered out to stare at our machine. I put three 
sturdy fellows under its tail and gave them instruc- 
tions : 

“ Nepodwischno dérsché, do snak!” (Hold on 
until I give the word.) 

With their assistance I hoped to bring up the 
engine’s revs to a figure which would ensure us the 
minimum stretch of taxying. My arrangements 
proved to be the right ones ; after two or three wild 
leaps, Wethekam was able to lift the machine. But 
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she still had too little way on her and tried to sideslip ; 
he therefore let her go down again a bit and then 
climbed up afresh in an elegant “ ladder-start.” 

We waved our gratitude to our helpers, and half-an- 
hour later we made a good landing in Drama. 


The clouds were not our only troubles; often 
enough the rain could make itself most unpleasant. 
Even in Drama the streets became gaily babbling 
brooks in rainy weather. (Photograph 25.) In 
treeless Macedonia downpours flow away very quickly. 
The beds of the rivers and streams cannot contain the 
masses of water that descend into them from all 
directions, and so overflow their banks. The flood 
whirls along so violently and so unexpectedly that 
men and beasts are often drowned in the narrow 
valleys. But the aerodromes were mostly located in 
barren mountain country, where there was little 
agriculture (photograph 26), so that only the valleys 
were practicable as sites for them, even though the 
danger of flood was twice as great there. 


Certainly we often longed for clouds and rain with 
all our hearts, when the spells of fine weather 
continued too long. We rejoiced at a visit from the 
clouds like children welcoming a favourite uncle. 
If we had the bad luck to find much activity at the 
front when these periods of “blessed weather” 
came, we cursed heartily, but flew all the same—not 
because we were under orders to do so, but because 
of our comradeship with the infantry. 

There was splendid photographic weather after the 
rain. As the drops washed down all the dust in the 
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ait, even oblique photos were most successful, as 
may be seen by an example from the photography of 
Section 38. (Photograph 27.) 


I can sleep in any situation—on a cupboard, in the 
tack of a railway carriage, standing in a corner, on a 
march—yes, even with a bad conscience. But the 
English heavy bombs, which their airmen were 
wont to drop on our aerodrome by night, made such 
4 tow that they would have even roused a person in a 
trance, and also “ the wind, the wind, that heavenly 
child,” showed itself to be such a full-grown hooligan 
in this part of the world that it always jerked us all 
speedily on to our feet. 

In this fashion I was snatched from my sleep one 
night by a wild clatter. I sat up and listened in the 
darkness. A hurricane was raging through the alleys 
of the little town and tearing the tiles off the roofs. 
When I tried to ascertain the cause of the clatter, I 
discovered that the wind had wrenched a window from 
its hinges and smashed it. I looked at my watch; 
the time was just before midnight. 

I grew worried about my tents. They had suffered 
severely from wind and weather—would they stand 
firm? It was no great matter if the storm tore pieces 
out of them, because we could patch them up again, 
but if the wind reached our machines, its full force 
would catch them under the wings and pound them 
to shapeless masses. I grabbed at the telephone to 
make inquiries, but received no answer. The connec- 
tion was broken. So out I had to go! 

I dressed quickly and allowed the gale to blow me 
out to the aerodrome. On the way I met one of my 
men, who had been sent to fetch me. 
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“Carry on and warn all officers and men living in 
the town,” I instructed him. 

I arrived only just in time. The men in charge of 
the machines had divided themselves into groups for 
each tent and were holding on to the ropes on the 
luff side. 

I came to a decision: if the gale ripped up a tent or 
blew it down, the mass of poles and canvas would be 
bound to smash the machines. So we rolled them 
out and anchored them in the open, with their noses 
turned to the wind. It was high time, for the canvas 
of a tent split open just before we could push the last 
two-seater out. 

Although we all gave a hand, we were overpowered 
by the force of the raging storm which hurled the tent 
down. But we had some luck in the midst of our 
misfortunes ; although every spar in the right upper 
wing was broken and only a shred remained of the 
aileron, the rest of the damage was so negligible that 
the machine was able to be repaired in the aircraft 
park. 

Hour after hour went by in the course of our 
struggle against the forces of nature. The grey dawn 
came, but still there was no abatement. Shortly 
before sunrise another tent went to the devil. Good 
for us that we had pulled the machines outside! 
Their bracing-wires howled in the storm as though in 
a nosedive. 

At last, at last, about 4 a.m. the hurricane began to 
abate. We were happy to find it had left us victors, 
although suffering from some slight damage. (Photo- 
graph 28.) 


There was also an alleviating balm for these sorrows. 
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The next time we welcomed a captive English airman 
at our table, he told us that the storm had also des- 
troyed two tents at Badimal aerodrome that night 
—and the two aeroplanes inside them as well. We 
laughed heartily at this proof of our link with the 
English airmen that Nature had given us. 

Sorrow shared is sorrow halved! 


I was on the way home to Drama, with Kuhlo at 
the stick. We had only to cross the Boz Dagh, and 
then all was plain sailing. Although the ridge of this 
mountain was covered with high clouds, which we 
could not climb above, we knew the peak well enough 
from former experience and knew, also, that its saddles 
were not buried too deeply. We had to get home in 
any case, because we had not much petrol left, and a 
forced landing in the mountains was bound to mean 
a smashed machine. So we risked it and groped our 
way into the clouds. Luckily, they were thin enough 
to justify the risk. Often enough we literally brushed 
the tops of the trees with our wheels, but we got 
away with it. 

We breathed freely with the relicf, for after crossing 
the ridge we found the clouds grow lighter. A back- 
watd glance sighted clear sky ; the clouds had only 
anchored themselves on the upper parts of the moun- 
tains. Kuhlo, therefore, opened his throttle a bit, 
so that after a few minutes we found ourselves free of 
all but the last shreds of cloud. 

We were already over the valley through which the 
Lisa-Sevindria flows. It was a narrow enough gorge, 
lined with jagged walls of rock, but farther down it 
grew wider, giving us a distant greeting from the 
houses of Drama. (Photograph 29.) 


28. A TENT AFTER THE STORM 


MOUNTAIN LANDSCAPE 


20. 
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But out joy was destined to be shortlived, for now 
we ran into a real mess of nasty weather. ‘The strong 
side-wind was broken by the bluffs of the ranges on 
either side of the valley, and united with the warm 
air-currents tising from below to form eddies of a 
positively grotesque ferocity. We had the feeling 
that we had blundered into a host of unchained demons 
and could also imagine we felt their physical presence. 
We heard their inexorable will to destroy us echoed in 
their screeching wat-cries and panting gusts of breath. 
We ducked when they assailed us with their fists and 
clubs, but although we had to be prepared for them 
to smash a wing or the steering surfaces in one of their 
furious onslaughts, we took our precautions with cold 
hearts and sullen anger. 

One giant seized the front of our machine and 
made it rear up like a shying horse. Scarcely had 
Kuhlo parried this attack by putting the stick down 
before we blundered into an airpocket, so that the 
machine threatened to drop headforemost into the 
depths. The camera and plate-sheaths slid from their 
holders and banged against the wooden floor of the 
cockpit. 

When I tried to bend over to retrieve them, I was 
unexpectedly thumped against the side. An eddy had 
pushed itself under the right wing and tried to tip us 
over. I had hardly time to stow the heavy camera 
case away and make it fast with some wire before a 
mighty shove hurled us round, so that our nose faced 
eastward. 

While Kuhlo was putting the machine back into 
her former course by dint of gentle persistence, we 
went down with such a mighty flop that the butt of the 
machine-gun was wrenched from its powerful holder 
and banged against my head. My good old crash 
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helmet tempered the force of the blow, but my 
ctanium buzzed as I forced the butt back into position 
and secured it with an isolation band. But before I 
could finish the job, a fresh gust pitched us so far 
ovet on to one side that I made an alarmed clutch at 
a side of the cockpit. 

A full ammunition drum rolled out of its holder 
and fell on to my toes. I wedged it between my 
feet instinctively, and it was well for me that I did 
so, for just as I tried to bend down to pick it up, a 
descending gust pushed our tail down so hard that 
the plate-sheaths slid away to the back end of the 
cockpit. If the heavy drum had followed them, it 
would have made our machine tail-heavy and probably 
jammed the control wire as well. Whether Kuhlo 
could have then brought the machine back on to an 
even keel, seems to me doubtful, to say the least of it. 
But as it was, we had a piece of good luck mixed in 
with the bad. 

Slowly, infinitely slowly, our little town drew 
nearer. 

I took the precaution of buckling my body-belt 
tound me, as we were not expecting any fights. But 
a monster of a gust charged us so brutally, soon after 
I had closed the catch that I was thrown forward 
unexpectedly. The stout belt-holders tore like paper ; 
1 went down on my knees and hung on desperately 
to the framework. Luckily, my hands maintained 
a better hold than the hemp did. 

The storm giants seemed to exhaust their strength 
with this last violent action. The valley grew wider, 
so that the wind had mote scope for a smooth passage 
through. We certainly sustained a few more hard 
knocks occasionally, but after the experiences of the 
last quarter of an hour we took them in our stride. 
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We made a good landing, and as we were climbing 
out of the machine, I bestowed a grin of pleasure on 
Kuhlo. 

* That was a tough time! ” I remarked. 

But meanwhile Eschwege had arrived and was 
examining the machine. “Not a thing smashed! 
You’ve had the devil’s own luck, my lad.” Then he 
turned to me. “I got into just such a witches’ 
cauldron not long before you took over,” he said. 

““T was supposed to be testing a two-seater which 
had a new engine built into it, and so I took the 
mechanic up with me. The machine ran into a 
downward gust and flopped down on her nose. 1 
just managed to get her under control again, but I’d 
had enough, and so I landed as quick as I could. 
When I was taxying, I called out to the chap behind 
me: “‘ Man alive, we’ve been dam’ lucky!” But as 
I got no answer, I looked round, and to my astonish- 
ment the observet’s seat was empty. The poor fellow 
had been pitched out from about a thousand metres 
up!” (See sketch at chapter heading.) 

With silent, pensive melancholy I thought of the 
fresco on the wall of Flying Section 38’s mess, which 
depicts a much happier version of such a crash. 


(Photograph 30.) 


™ yin WEE 
CHAPTER XII 


OUR FRIENDS THE BULGARIANS 


UR friends the Bulgarians ! 

There was an unpleasant side to the Bulgarians 
as well as to the Turks. Since evil communications 
corrupt good manners, they fired at their own side’s 
airmen on most unsuitable occasions. At least, 
however, they were not quite as consistent as the 
Turks, because they only fired on us every now and 
then, whereas the latter peppered every machine 
within range. 

We generally flew low over our own troops when 
retuming from the front, because we glided back to 
the home aerodrome. As, moreover, our Bulgarian 
allies were excellent marksmen, we often found 
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ourselves in tight corners. Once they brought 
Siebold and myself down with two very neat hits. 

Our huge Maltese crosses were easily recognizable, 
and our star-signals could hardly be overlooked. But 
anyone who has tasted the joys of hunting knows 
how dominating this passion can be with certain 
people. 

Unfortunately the Bulgarian Archie-gunners had a 
most regrettable psychical defect. They suffered 
severely from chronic loss of memory, for no matter 
how often we complained, they could never recollect 
a single instance of having fired at us. So we had 
no alternative save to seek consolation in philosophy. 

Firstly ; They fired at the English as well as at us— 
and with even greater success, as we knew by the many 
men and machines they hauled down. 

And secondly: They did not only fire on German 
and English machines. They peppered their own 
Bulgarian ones as well. So when Major Popkristeff 
had to report once more: 


“Close reconnaissance broken off because of 
heavy fire from own batteries, in spite of repeated 
signals.” 


we laughed heartily and made our reconciliation. 
Rawno prawo sa fssitchki! (Equal rights for all !) 


In other respects the Bulgarians—from the voynik 
(private soldier) up to the glawnokommandujusch 
(commander-in-chief), General Jekoff, were the best 
comrades one could have desired. 

The nearest to our hearts were, naturally, the Bul- 
garian airmen belonging to the sections commanded 
by Popkristeff and Bogdanoff. Two of their officers 


134 WAR FLYING IN MACEDONIA 


accomplished a teal cavalryman’s feat when they 
managed to recross the English trenches after a forced 
landing behind the enemy’s lines. ‘The following is 
their actual report : 


REPORT 
on flying operations in night hours of May 23rd— 
24th, 1918. Orders: to bomb and attack with 
machine-gun fire English establishments in the area 
between Giimiisdere and Lake Takhino. 

Operations: 25-kg. bombs in Gtimiisdere Val- 
ley, 124-kg. on Kopriva station, 12} on the station 
to the north of Dragitshevo, 25-kg. on Orljak 
camp. Attacked camps and stations between Orljak 
and Lake Takhino with machine-gun fire, descend- 
ing to 400 metres over Gorasanli station and 
illuminating objective with star shells. 

On the return flight one cylinder failed, and then 
the engine went dead. Nevertheless, we succeeded 
in landing on marshy ground on the flooded left 
bank of the Struma, where our machine was half 
submerged in the morass. 

We broke up the machine and its gun, and 
strewed all the parts in the water. We refrained 
from burning the machine (an English two-seater 
captured at Demirhissar) for the following 
reasons : 


(1) It was completely unserviceable. 

(2) It was impossible to salve it. 

(3) The flames would have drawn the attention 
of the enemy to our presence, so that it would 
have been impossible for us to make our way back 
through the marsh and thick bush. 


With guidance from our compass we marched 
in a north-east direction during the night and 
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slunk through the cordon of enemy pickets at 
dawn, reaching our own outposts about 12 (noon). 
Lieut. Usunoff, Lieut. Pop Atasanoff, 
Pilot. Observer 
of the Bulgarian Flying Section 1. 


As the Bulgarians possessed no scout machines at 
that time, Lieutenant Balan, who thirsted after 
daring deeds, had the cockades of a captured Nieuport 
painted out and replaced by crosses. When he did 
not achieve the desired victory in this machine, he 
came to a quick decision to go out with an observer 
in an ordinary two-seater and hunt the English. 
Although no working machine attached to our Staffel 
ever succeeded in obtaining official confirmation of a 
victory, the efficient Balan contrived to bring down 
his first Englishman in this fashion. By virtue of the 
“law of series” his section commander, Major 
Popkristeff, then succeeded in performing a similar 
feat when flying with Lieutenant Ivanoff. And 
Captain Milanoff brought their total up to three, when 
he obtained a scout machine. 


We were also in close touch with other Bulgarian 
troops. The staff of the 10th Bulgarian Division 
were quartered in Drama, and I had to report daily to 
their chief, our dear Lieutenant-Colonel Asmanoff. I 
shall never forget what he did for us and how he 
always treated us as his equals in age and seniority. 

The Bulgarians knew how to appreciate the facts 
that we dropped big fat bombs, made good reconnais- 
sances and brought back clear photos. But this 
respect for us was a light matter in comparison with 
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the love and admiration they lavished on our Rudi von 
Eschwege. We could well understand this, because 
we cherished similar feelings. They were always 
thoroughly delighted when we could show them one 
captured English machine after another—burnt, 
wrecked, or intact, as the case might be. Moreover 
their vanity was just as flattered as ours by the fact 
that the English were so strongly influenced by Esch- 
wege’s victories that their airmen grew continually 
more and more cautious, until at last they only ven- 
tured over Drama at a very great height by daylight. 


One day I received a visit from Lieutenant Kerikoff, 
the orderly officer attached to the divisional staff. 

““ We havea request to make,” he said. “ Lieutenant- 
Colonel Trifonoff, the group-leader of our 7th 
Artillery Regiment, would like to inspect the positions 
of his batteries south of Seres from the air.” 

** Can he use a machine-gun ?” 

ee bita 

I considered the matter. “‘Good! Tell him to 
be on the aerodrome at 6 a.m. to-morrow. Sergeant 
Stattaus will take him up, and Ill give him Corporal 
van Ahlen’s Roland as an escort as well.” 

Kerikoff expressed his thanks and departed. 


The two machines took off at 6.15 a.m. the following 
morning. (See sketch at chapter heading.) 

The observation machine circled round over the 
battery positions at a height of 1,000 metres, with the 
scout above it. When the Bulgarian officer had seen 
everything, Stattaus headed for Drama again. Ahlen 
scoured the air over the front once more and then 
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followed behind and above the observation machine, 
having observed no enemy aircraft. Like Stattaus, 
he was glad to see this ticklish business completed 
without any incidents. 

But one should never praise a day before nightfall 
nor a flight before its landing. They see two machines 
heading for them. Germans? Impossible! The 
only other machine to take off from Drama this morn- 
ing is the one in which Corporal Hommola is piloting 
Lieutenant K6énig on a long distance reconnaissance. 
So they must be English ! 

And now the two are near enough for Ahlen to 
make out the type. English B.E.s! So it is up to 
him to anticipate them before they can attack the 
two-seater. A fight might have unpleasant conse- 
quences for the Bulgarian colonel, who is quite in- 
experienced in aerial warfare, as well as for our Stat- 
taus, who is thus left with insufficient protection for 
his back. 

As the Englishmen have not yet sighted the scout, 
which is flying 800 metres above the two-seater, they 
head for the latter. Ahlen’s mind is quickly made 
up; he puts his nose down for a dive on the surprised 
opponents and is lucky enough to come out on the 
tail of one of them. The enemy turns off towards the 
lines to get away from his burst, but Ahlen follows 
him, shooting as he turns. Then the other English- 
man leaves the German two-seater in order to assist 
his comrade. 

When Ahlen hears the English machine-gun rattling 
away behind him, he pulls his machine sharply round 
to engage this new opponent. As far as he can ascet- 
tain by a quick glance, Stattaus is going nose-down 
for Drama. 

So his job is to keep the two English machines 


138 WAR FLYING IN MACEDONIA 


busy and prevent them from following the Albatros. 
A skilfully-executed turn puts one of them in his burst. 
He must have hit him several times, because he does 
not tty to fight—he even does not attack Ahlen when 
the latter has to break away to deal with the assaults 
of his companion. 

He contrives to get away from the second English- 
man’s burst by a steep turn. With a joyful eye he 
sees the first Englishman flying back across the lines. 
He has certainly sustained some damage, for otherwise 
he would not leave his comrade in the lurch. 

A quick glance round. Stattaus has gained such a 
good start that he is hardly visible. 

Ahlen breathes a sigh of relief. His job is done! 
And then another burst rattles into his machine... . 


One machine was returning as I reached the aero- 
drome. I looked at the time: 7.25 a.m. So it must 
be Konig, I decided, as he had been in the air since 
5.30 a.m. But as soon as the machine came near, I 
saw to my astonishment that I was mistaken. It was 
Stattaus, with the Bulgarian colonel. 

** Where’s Ahlen ?” I asked. 

Stattaus told me the little he knew. Hm, then 
he’ll arrive later, I thought. Minutes passed, but 
Ahlen did not appear. 

At last, nearly half an hour later, we heard the 
drone of an engine from the direction of the front. 
And then a machine loomed up out of the morning 
sky. Iputmy glassestomyeyes. It was a two-seater 
i.c., Konig and Hommola. 


But what has happened to Ahlen ° 


OUR FRIENDS THE BULGARIANS 139 


When the Englishman he has damaged clears off, 
he has only one opponent to worry about. That 1s 
a better game than fighting two, one of whom will be 
always sitting on his back. 

They circle round one another in an exciting battle 
of turns. Ahlen comes into the Englishman’s burst 
once more ; above the roar of the engine he hears the 
hard metallic thud. A hit! And the next moment 
the hand of the pressure gauge begins to drop. Tank 
holed ! 

Ahlen switches on to the gravity tank, and puts 
new life into the weary revolutions of his propeller. 
Slowly the Roland raises her nose. 

But the Englishman has not let his respite pass 
unused. Once again Ahlen is in his burst; once 
again his bullets rattle against the engine ; once again 
the hand drops back. At the same instant Ahlen 
becomes aware of a strong odour of petrol. A thin 
spray spurts into his face and smears his goggles. 
He pulls them down instinctively and gives an 
upward glance. The petrol pipe connecting with the 
gravity tank has been punctured. A twist—shut off 
—the engine will get no more petro] now—it gives a 
few rumbles—then it goes dead. So down and land | 

Luckily they are not in the mountains but over the 
plain. But even here the consequence will be a 
forced landing on unknown tertitory, with trenches 
that will make it no pleasant affair, especially if 
he has to bring it off under the fire of a resolute 
opponent. 

Ahlen pushes his machine down in a nose-dive to 
get out of the enemy’s burst at least, and looks around 
for a suitable landing place. Ah, that spot will do! 
So now he catches the machine again—what a long 
time she seems to take to flatten out—puts her down 
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with a jolt—a short taxi—then she comes to a stand- 
still in long grass. Ahlen unbuckles his safety-belt 
in the twinkling of an eye and jumps out of his seat. 

A few paces to his left he spies a ditch, in which 
he throws himself full length. High time, too! 
The B.E., which has been following hard upon him, 
approaches his machine in a glide to finish it off. After 
rattling the contents of a drum down on to this con- 
venient ground target, the pilot puts his machine into 
a climb and flies homeward across Lake Takhino. 
Ahlen creeps joyfully from his ditch and examines 
the Roland. 

The Englishman’s aim was excellent during the 
fight, but he appears to have had little practice on 
ground targets, for he has failed to score a single hit 
on this one. 


Meanwhile, I was running about the aerodrome in 
a worried frame of mind. At last, about 9 a.m., 
Angeloff came from the telephone with sad news : 

“Report from the front. After fight with two 
Englishmen German machine forced to land near 
Tschiftl Tefik Bey, eight kilometres south-east of 
Seres.” 

“Yes, go on! Pilot wounded? Machine 
damaged ?” 

Angeloff shrugged his shoulders. “ They don’t 
know. They could only watch from a long distance 
away.” 

I considered the matter. If Ahlen could not take 
off again, it would be hours before fuller details came 
to hand. So nothing to do but wait! After pacing 
up and down the aerodrome several times, I saw 
Angeloff approaching me again. 
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“ An Englishman dropped two heavy bombs on the 
German machine which landed.” 

“ Did he hit it?” 

Once more Angeloff shrugged his shoulders. 

“ They don’t know. They could only watch from 
a long distance away.” 

I decided to remain on the aerodrome until a sensible 
report came along and gave me an opportunity to act. 
About 10 a.m. Angeloff stumped along once mote, 
but this time he arrived with a joyful face, which led 
me to hope for good news. 

“English aitcraft—two this time—dropped bombs 
on our machine. It was completely destroyed, but 
the pilot is unhurt.” 

I drew a deep breath. A pity about the machine 
and the work it would entail to recover it from such 
a Godforsaken hole, but the main thing was that our 
Ahlen remained undamaged. J sent word at once 
to Lieutenant-Colonel Trifonoff, who tang up once 
an hour to inquire whether there was any news of 
his valiant protector. 

Then I went into the town. But I was hardly off 
the aerodrome before I heard the drone of an engine 
coming from the direction of the front. A nartow 
smudge was approaching, but no other machine of 
outs was up. So it could only be an English one! 
But by the sound of the engine it was a German— 
most mysterious ! 

And now I could make out a Maltese cross. So it 
teally was a German! Could perhaps a machine 
from Hudova have got into trouble on a long 
distance reconnaissance to Salonica and be wanting 
to land on our aerodrome? Possible—indeed, most 
probable ! 

I scurried back to the aerodrome, arriving just in 
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time to welcome the man who climbed out of the 
machine—Ahlen ! 

I glowed with pleasure as he approached me and 
reported himself back from his patrol. I shook his 
hand emotionally. 

“But how is this possible? Not long ago we 
received news that your machine was destroyed by 
English bombs ? ” 

Ahlen laughed. 

“Yes, sit, you’ve had some practice at bombing 
machines in the Takhino marshes. The Englishmen 
came along twice and put six heavy bombs down on 
my machine—or rather, in the neighbourhood of my 
machine. But luckily, they didn’t hit it!” 

“But you made a forced landing? Wasn’t your 
engine hit in the fight ?”’ 

“Yes. Main tank and leads to gravity tank hit. 
But I managed to patch up the leads.” 

““Now you see how good my instructions were. 
Always take an isolation band with you.” 

“Tm sorry to say I forgot it.” Ahlen rolled up the 
sleeve of his tunic. “ But I had a leucoplast strip on 
my old wound. I took it off and patched up the two 
ends of the petrol lead with it.” I shook his hand 
again in warm appreciation. 

“When you tell that tale later to someone,” I 
said, “‘ Hell reply: ‘My boy, you’re a damn fine 
liar!’ But I’ve seen with my own eyes that it’s the 
truth, and so I can only whisper ‘ Damn well done!’ ” 


CHAPTER XIil 


HOSTILE ALLIES 


TELEPHONE message came through from the 
2nd Bulgarian Army H.Q. 
“ Staffel-leaders report at H.Q. for conference.” 
We liked invitations of that sort, because we landed 
at Belisa aerodrome, where the commander of the 
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ist Bulgarian Flying Section, Major Popkristeff, 
always welcomed us with hearty hospitality. 

“ Well, Siebold,” I said, “‘ what about it? Shall we 
go there together? We can take off early in the 
morning and do a bit of a reconnaissance first.” 

Siebold laughed. “O.K. for me!” 


The next morning. We have flown our bit and 
ate now swinging over the Bulgarian trenches. 
Before us looms up slowly the Rupel Pass, where the 
Struma breaks through the foothills and flows into the 
plain. I search the sky once more for English aircraft. 
The air is free of them. The tension, which sharpens 
the senses and braces the nerves when one is flying in 
enemy country, is relaxed. Isit down and write my 
report, so that I can send it off to Drama as soon as 
we land. Then I am a free man for the rest of the 
day. Lieutenant Kénig rules in Drama now, and I 
can tely on him. And then—crack | 

I start up with the shock and must make a hasty 
clutch at the side of the cockpit, for Siebold has put 
the machine into a steep tum. A few seconds later 
the black smoke of a bursting shell floats past on our 
tight. Well? Not one Archie potted us when we 
were across the lines—and now the English must 
needs send a farewell greeting after us! Certainly 
we are low enough—the altimeter records a bate 1,200. 
I cast a searching look behind me. 

And again: “Crack!” This time the burst is 
close behind us. The report is sharper than the first 
one—so the second shell is better placed. Siebold 
puts the machine into a series of irregular turns to 
make the target harder for the Tommies over yonder, 
and I strain my eyes to scour the ground behind me. 

These English batteries which are giving us a 
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headache some good few kilometres behind our own 
lines must have a very long range. I take off my hat 
to the lads who can put us in a nasty hole at this 
distance! But where are their guns then? Eagerly 
I scan the terrain beyond the trenches in order to 
locate them by their flashes. 

Hallo—a flash! But not behind us—no, right 
below us! So we are being potted by our own side, 
by a Bulgarian battery! That’s why those shell- 
bursts are so splendidly aimed. 

I look at the map. Naturally, it is the notorious 
Archies of Demirhissar again ! 

A mild attack of goose-flesh comes over me as I 
think of that ghastly quarter of an hour onthe Westem 
front when I was dazzled by the German searchlights 
on my return one night and bracketed by German 
Archies. 

Out with my Very pistol, into which I put a star- 
cartridge! There we are again—‘‘ Crack!” The 
shell that went off from the flash I spotted just now has 
burst. But luckily, far away to the right this time, 
thank Heaven | 

I fire my signal. Siebold starts and tums towards 
me when he hears the sharp report so close to him. 
He nods appeasedly when I show him the pistol. 
The white bullet whizzes through the air in a long 
arc and bursts into white stars with a gentle report. 
The stars sink slowly earthwards, leaving trails of 
silvery smoke behind them. They signify: “Look 
out! We’re German airmen!” I quickly fire off 
another signal after them, (See sketch at chapter 
heading.) 

But the Bulgarians are as little influenced by my 
signals as the Germans were that night in the Cham- 
pagne. Again and again I repeat my signs of 
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recognition. In vain! Shells and shrapnels fly up 
towards us in pretty alternation. In the midst of all 
my perils the thing which rankles most is the fact 
that the Tommies over yonder can watch the 
attentions our allies are giving us. 

By putting the machine’s nose well down, Siebold 
extracts from it a speed of over two hundred kilo- 
metres an hour, so that every second is carrying us 
fifty metres and every minute three kilometres away 
from the unfriendly Bulgarian battery. Moreover, he 
zigzags at irregular intervals in order to make the 
target more difficult for the gunners down below. 

Meanwhile I fire off one signal after another, but 
they are wasted on these glupetz (idiots). But I must 
see to it that the other Archies do not join in. By 
our steep dive we have lost considerable height and 
are now only about eight hundred metres above the 
level of the valley. The advantage of that is that the 
men below can recognize our crosses with the naked 
eye. 

Now there is a pause in the shooting. Have they 
spotted us as Germans at last? Or have we passed, 
happily, out of the range of this hellish battery? 
I cast a glance of relief behind me—and then—damn 
it all!—there’s another flash down below there. 
Anxious moments of suspense—ten seconds—twenty 
—thirty—forty—a dud? Or have my eyes deceived 
me? 

“Crack!” The shell bursts so close in front of us 
that for a second we are flying through the stinking 
haze of its explosion-cloud. At the same moment 
I hear a thud in the engine—a hit! That into the 
bargain | 

The startled Siebold bends forward and puts the 
machine into a horizontal position. But there seems 
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to be no trouble, for the rev-counter continues to 
mark 1,600. Our hopes are illusive, however, for a 
few seconds later the hand drops back to 800 and the 
engine begins to sputter. So it has been hit on some 
vital spot. 

A look down. We have flown past the neck of the 
Rupel Pass, and the valley is spreading out. But there 
is still no place for a forced landing ; all sorts of perils 
await us if we go down there. Our beautiful new 
Albatros is bound to be smashed up unless we have 
extraordinary luck, but in any case we shall have to 
look out for a landing-spot somewhere. ‘The only 
possible chance seems to be a landing on a bank of 
scree in the river-bed. 

Although Siebold is no longer pushing the machine 
down, we still continually lose height. I cast a 
mistrustful glance over his shoulder at the rev-countet. 
It seems to be in a better mood and hovers between 
1,200 and 1,400. It is impossible for us to ascertain 
the damage done by that shell splinter at present, 
but apparently only one cylinder is out of action. 
There is, however, the danger of its piston pitting 
itself and bringing the engine to a standstill. 

Nevertheless we begin to hope again. Ifthe engine 
will hold out for a time we can, perhaps, reach the 
Bulgarian aerodrome in a prolonged glide. How 
lovely that would be! 

Meanwhile the hostile Bulgarian battery has ceased 
fire. Either we are now out of range or masked by 
the mountains which flank the pass. In any case, we 
need expect no further trouble from that direction. 
Heaven grant that no more ambitious gunners get 
wild notions into their heads and open fire! A direct 
hit would be so easy at our low height. 

Slowly, infinitely slowly, the landscape glides away 
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beneath us. Now the little houses and garden plots 
of the Bulgarian headquarters in Sv. Bratsch gleam up 
to us—now we have flown past them—and at last, 
at last—though still far ahead—the tents on the Bul- 
garian aerodrome greet us in friendly welcome. 

Shall we do it? Weare only 300 metres up. The 
aerodrome creeps slowly nearer. Then—the engine 
begins to sputter again—the hand of the rev-counter 
sways testlessly leftward—and then comes to a stand- 
still at 800. That means that a whole block of three 
cylinders has gone on strike. Siebold casts a quick 
glance ahead ; he cannot keep the engine going much 
longer. He throttles down a few pegs to ease the 
strain on it. 

Long, anxious moments | 

Deeper and deeper we drop. But at last we are 
quite close to the landing ground. Our Bulgarian 
comrades stand down below, waving up to us, while 
a squad is busy laying out the landing mark. We 
wave back joyfully. 

Then Siebold goes into a glide—and promptly— 
he was not a moment too soon—the propeller goes 
dead. Can we do it? Or shall we hurtle on to the 
slope falling away to southward from the end of the 
aerodrome? ‘To-day we cannot allow ourselves the 
luxury of a flight round the place if we overshoot the 
mark and fail in our first attempt to land. And we 
can also gain no help from a few pegs of gas to-day 
if our glide brings us down too short. 

But everything goes off well—we land—taxi— 
come to a full stop. 

Done it! 


The Bulgarian airmen shake hands with us when 
we have leapt joyfully from our machine. 
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“Dobr den! Kakste?’? (God day! How are 
you ?) 

* Polowina i polowina ! ” (Half and half !) 

Then we have a look at the damage. A shell 
splinter has knocked the rocker-arm off one exhaust 
valve, and another has gone through our right wheel. 

Siebold bends down to whisper in my ear. “ Man 
alive, wouldn’t it be great to put a star shell in the 
tummy of that dirty dog who observes for the Archies 
at Demirhisar ? ” 

I have precisely the same hearty desire. 


Later on Siebold changed over to scout machines. 
When he was through his course, he was sent to 
Jagdstaffel 38, which flew in the Vardar sector. 
There he went down in a fight with an English 
squadron, and his machine burst into flames when it 
crashed. 


CHAPTER XIV 


THE SLACKER 


E take off at 5 a.m. one morning. I am in the 

Rumpler two-seater with Wethekam, while 

Ahlen is flying the Halberstadt scout. Leaving the 

mountain mass of the Pinar Dagh on our left, we fly 
150 
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a direct course for the Struma mouth. Ahlen cara- 
coles lustily around us as his machine is considerably 
faster than our two-seater. He flies ahead for a bit, 
and then goes into a turn which brings him out 
behind our tail—only to overhaul us quickly again. 
As arranged, we reach the lines between Lake Takhino 
and the sea at a height of 3,000 metres. 

It is a wonderfully clear day—just made for photo- 
graphy. And the fact that the English Archies are 
merciful enough to refrain from firing at us makes the 
glorious morning all the more beautiful. In all 
probability they are silent because they find difficulty 
in sighting us against the sun. 

As I mean to make vertical exposures to-day, I 
signal Wethekam by a whack to fly straight over the 
trenches. I start my photography, but much to my 
annoyance 1 am forced to interrupt it after the first 
snap because the side-wind has pushed us off the 
objective. I signal to Wethekam to cut his engine, 
so that he can understand my instructions. 

“* We must keep more ” T break off with a start, 
because a shell has burst close below us. But I quickly 
recover from the shock and complete my sentence : 
a emore to*thernightl2? 

Wethckam edges the machine gently to the 
required direction, but the English do not seem pleased 
about it. They send shell upon shell and shrapnel 
upon shrapnel up to us. One snow-white cloud 
follows another out of the blue morning air, and almost 
at the same moment each detonation thunders into 
our eats—a sign of close proximity. The Tommies 
have worked out the range to a nicety, and their 
shells burst exactly at our height. And now they 
become still more unfriendly, for they put up a barrage 
ahead of us, so that we have to sheer off and then 
approach our objective anew. (Photograph 31.) 
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T use the involuntary period of leisure to look round 
for Ahlen. He is flying his circles high above us. 
As soon as we have come out of the turn the enemy 
has forced upon us and reached the right wing of the 
positions I whack Wethekam on to his course again. 

And then—just a short distance above us—crack |! 
We give vent to involuntary ducks—the usual reflex 
action of ground fighting which is not the slightest 
use to us up here in the air. I look up and to one 
side of me. 

A thick black ball of smoke hurtles over our heads. 
I am amazed. Hitherto they have always plastered 
us with white shell-bursts—so why these black ones 
all of asudden? When patrolling over the lines, one 
is always suspicious of novelties, because they seldom 
bring pleasant surprises. 

I peer overboard in my excitement and soon dis- 
covert the solution of the mystery. Two kilometres 
off the coast lies an English monitor, which is giving 
a little friendly assistance to the fire of the land 
battery. 

“Oh the swine! Black smoke!” 

I put Wethekam on to the objective for the third 
time. Bad photography to-day! But this time we 
also fail to get on to the mark; the detonations go 
off around us at the briefest intervals. Any practical 
work is out of the question. 

I look round for our guardian angel as Wethekam 
approaches the objective for the fourth time. He has 
vanished |! 

My mood, which has been considerably troubled 
by the accurate shooting of the Archies, continues to 
deteriorate. I have a raging anger in my stomach, 
Probably Ahlen has found the potting so unpleasant 
that he has withdrawn to a safer distance, 
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But the next moment I feel ashamed of such sus- 
picions. It would be inconceivable of him to abandon 
us! But where has the fellow got to? Perhaps it is 
just a chance that I cannot locate him, for up here one 
has to depend mainly on one’s eyes because the roar 
of one’s own engine makes it impossible for the ear to 
catch the sound of any other machine. 

Well, be that as it may—TI shall carry on with the 
job. It is a pity, however, that I must keep my own 
eyes skinned for enemy aircraft. So once more into 
the witches’ cauldron ! 

Then a good idea strikes me. Once, when I was 
flying in the west, the French Archies got me into a 
nasty fix over Epernay. I simply dropped a thousand 
metres ; as they did not tumble to the trick, they kept 
their fuse-lengths the same, so that the shells burst a 
long way above our heads. Perhaps this ruse may 
serve us to-day! And | shall get much better photos 
if it does. I bend over to Wethekam’s ear and display 
two outspread fingers before his eyes. 

“Down to two thousand ! ” 

Wethekam nods, throttles down and goes into a 
wide turn, which brings him back to the starting-point 
for the objective. But we are only two thousand 
mettes up as we approach it. 

And—lo and behold !—my trickery prospers to-day 
as well. I finish the first series of exposures at my 
ease, without hearing a single detonation. (Photo- 
graph 32.) 

As we approach once mote to photograph the 
second strip I have another look round for Ahlen. 
Not a sign of the wretched fellow. Then I whack 
Wethekam’s crash helmet and point upward. 

He wriggles about on his seat with joy. The whole 
of the straight line we have flown without a single 
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swerve is plastered with black and white shell bursts. 
But all of them, without exception, are a thousand 
metres too high. 

Nevertheless, I have a heartfelt wish to get the 
second series done. Firstly, the Archie gunners 
down below must become aware of their folly in time 
and correct the length of their fuses. That would 
involve painful consequences for us at the low height 
at which we are flying. 

Moreover a greater peril threatens us. We have 
been pottering about this region for a full hour, and 
it is quite inconceivable that the English airmen should 
have failed to take note of us. They are generally on 
the spot so quickly. Where are the fellows to-day ? 
In any case, the password is: “Keep your eyes 
skinned ! ” 

T look all round me. The air is still clear. Mean- 
while we have reached the positions, and I can resume 
my photography. My luck holds good; as before, 
the shells are still a thousand metres too high. 

So now I can run off a third series. I have another 
look for Ahlen during our approaching turn. He is 
and remains invisible. 

The third strip is completed without disturbance. 
My luck seems almost too good. ‘There is not even 
a jam when I change the plates. With a smile of 
happiness I stow the exposed plates in the rack and 
bend over to Wethekam. 

“ Finished |” 

He gives me a nod of pleasure in the mirror and 
sheers off eastward. Homeward ! 

Despite my joy at the happy completion of my job, 
we cannot help a certain feeling of uneasiness. We 
cannot believe in such a large slice of good luck. It 
is to be hoped that Ahlen is all right. 
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“Ts the one-seater back yet?” I ask the works 
master as soon as we have landed. 

“No, not yet, sir.” 

After sending my plates to be developed by the 
photography section and forwarding my report to 
divisional H.Q., I wandered about the aerodrome 
uneasily with Wethekam, so that I could await 
Ahlen’s landing or at least, a report concerning him 
from one of the observation posts at the front. 

At last the drone of an engine became audible in 
the distance. If only it was his machine ! 

And it really was! As soon as the Halberstadt 
came to a standstill, his long legs strode towards us. 

“ Well, you’ve got a bad conscience, my friend,” I 
growled to myself. “Tm curious to know what 
your excuse will be.” 

Meanwhile Ahlen arrived. He beamed with joy 
as he stood before me. I assumed a threatening 
attitude, but it was only half so serious as it seemed, 
for I was heartily glad to see him and his machine 
safe and sound on the aerodrome again. 

“Well, you old joyrider! What have you been 
doing with yourself all this time?” 

Ahlen did not appear to notice my serious under- 
tone, for he continued to beam. 

“T landed at Radulevo !”” 

“Forced landing ?” 

“No, voluntary ! ” 

Then I had to show my displeasure. “ Well, I 
never—instead of protecting us!” 

But then Ahlen could keep his secret no longer. 
* But I did, sir. I went there in the course of my 
job. Ishot down the Sopwith two-seater that wanted 
to attack you, sir.” (See sketch at chapter heading.) 
eait is id 
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Impossible to let him go on speaking. I shook his 
hand in fervent appreciation of the pleasure I shared 
with him. “Splendid! Heartiest congratulations! ” 

Ahlen laughed. 

“J attacked him in a turn as soon as I saw him 
making for you from Lake Takhino, sir. He didn’t 
spot me because I was higher than he, and so I got a 
good burst on to him at once. Then we had a long 
bout of turns; I let off four hundred shots before I 
smashed his engine. He’s down close to Radulevo. 
I landed close to him immediately afterwards.” 
(Photograph 33.) 

He extracted a piece of paper from his pocket. 

“Sopwith two-seater, Type L. Cl. T., No. 5,108, 
with 110 h.p. Clerget rotary engine, Type 9 B., No. 
372. Pilot, Lieutenant Bernard Brady, severely 
wounded ; observer, Lieutenant Leslie Marsh, slightly 
wounded. Both of the R.N.A.S. Vrasta aerodrome.” 

Once more I shook Ahlen’s hand. “ Heartiest 
congratulations for the first credited victory and best 
thanks for the good comradeship ! ” 

I raised my eyebrows as I turned to Wethekam. 

“So much good luck is enough to kill you. I 
never saw a sign of the English machine.” 

“Nor did I!” said Wethekam in a whisper. 


CHAPTER sav 


OUR AERODROME ON FIRE 


SUMMONED all the squads to the aerodrome. 
“You have heard that the English set the corn- 
fields in the Sarishaban plain on fire with their bombs. 
157 
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We ate going to spoil their fun if they try the same 
game on with our aerodrome. I want a shallow ditch 
dug round each tent—at least three metres wide. 
All other work suspended for the present. The 
Bulgarians will cut the grass for us as well.” 


A few days later I was sitting in the photographic 
section’s office, calculating the value of the snaps taken 
on my last flight. Suddenly the telephone buzzed. 
A minute later, Angeloff stood before my table. 

* Squadron of seven English machines, from ditec- 
tion of Badimal, flew over Angista station. Heading 
for Drama!” 

As they had not dropped their bombs on Angista, 
the visit was evidently intended for us. 

** Anyone warned the aerodrome ?”’ I asked. 

Angeloff nodded. Picking up my glasses, I stepped 
to the doorway. I heard the rattle of Eschwege’s 
engine on the aerodrome and saw white shell-bursts 
in the air, somewhere over Angista. But then 
Eschwege suddenly cut his engine. 

What could that mean? Something gone wrong 
with his machine! What a pity he could not take 
off in time | 

The minutes dragged out endlessly. Now I could 
already hear the iron song of the English machines 
droning above us; soon afterwards I saw the seven 
machines as black streaks floating in the leaden grey 
sky. A slight touch of fearcrept over me. I could 
only hope that Eschwege might get his machine going 
before the first bombs burst. 

I put my glasses to my eyes again and directed 
them on to the aerodrome. Thank Heaven—Esch- 
wege was climbing back into his machine—his 
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mechanic was swinging the propeller—and now his 
engine had caught on. 

High time, too, for in a few seconds the first 
bombs were bound to explode. At last, at last the 
Albatros began to move slowly, and at the same 
moment three mighty cascades of soil rose up. 
Luckily the bombs were badly aimed, for they fell on 
the neighbouring fields. 

And now the Albatros left the ground. A hundted- 
weight load was lifted from my heart, fora few seconds 
later more explosive bombs came down—tright in the 
middle of the aerodrome this time. I searched for 
the machine squad with my glasses. The men had 
already vanished into their dug-out. 

So now I was able to watch the further proceedings 
calmly. The English dropped twenty-five bombs ; 
then they all went into wide turns and flew back to the 
front. There were four bombers, flying side by side, 
in good o:der, while above them cruised an escort 
of three scouts. Meanwhile I had lost sight of 
Eschwege. 

So I turned my glasses on to the aerodrome again 
while waiting for my car. I smiled mirthfully. Five, 
at least, of the twenty-five bombs were bound to be 
duds, for over the spots where they fell hovered thin 
clouds of smoke and dust, which the wind was 
gradually dispersing. And now I could see through 
them—but what was that ? 

At three spots thick white clouds were tising 
through the thinning mist. The aerodrome was on 
fire! The wall of flame was pushing swiftly on 
towards the tents. 

A second later I sat in my car, whirling out to the 
aerodrome. From afar I could see my brave fellows 
tunning about the ground. When I arrived after 
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some anxious minutes, our united forces contrived 
to extinguish the fire in the neighbourhood of the 
tents. On the far side, where there were no erections, 
it continued to eat its way through the dry grass. 

I breathed freely. Yes, I could trust my lads. 
When the last bomb fell, they opposed the oncoming 
blaze with hand-extinguishers. It was no easy job 
for them, because the dry grass burnt like tinder and 
allowed the flames a fairly quick progress. By making 
a detour we were just in time to assail the fire on its 
flanks. It was also a bit of luck that the extinguishers 
worked. All of them emitted such powerful jets at 
once that we managed to master the flames with them. 
(See sketch at chapter heading.) 

Now we had only to beat out the glowing patches 
with spades and crowbars. Jt was well for us that 
Lieutenant-Colonel Asmanoff had sent his squad of 
Bulgarian mowers. If the grass had still retained its 
long stalks, we should hardly have succeeded in 
checking the fire. 

In reality the five “ duds ” were therefore incendiary 
bombs. The explosive bombs were only dropped in 
order to hinder us in the work of extinguishing the 
flames. Glad as 1 was at the absence of any material 
damage, my joy in this respect was trifling compared 
with the feeling of happiness 1 experienced when I 
saw that Eschwege had taken off untouched by any of 
the falling bombs. 


Barely an hour later, we heard the song of an engine. 
Eschwege was returning. He landed a few minutes 
afterwards. 

“ Nothing doing!” he grumbled. “ The English- 
men kept a perfect squadron order. I exchanged 
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shots with them all the way from Angista to the lines, 
and I’m sure I put some hits into several of their 
machines, but I did not manage to shoot any down. 
As soon as ever I got a burst on to one of them, two 
or three others always tackled me!” 

Meanwhile his mechanics had examined the machine. 

“A bullet through the right upper wing,” 
announced one of them. 

He waved it aside with a contemptuous gesture. 
*“ There is plenty of room there ! ” 


CHAPTER XVI 


IN THE EXPLOSION 


FTER a short spell of cooler weather the oppres- 

sive sultriness weighed down upon the plain 

once more. After our meal we sat on the veranda in 
162 


IN THE EXPLOSION 163 


the pleasant cool of the evening, doing nothing in 
patticular. Naturally, Eschwege’s thoughts were 
centred only on flying. 

“The Thasos brethren will soon be laying their 
hot eggs again, now that everything’s dried up,” he 
suggested. 

I nodded my concurrence. “Of course! Even 
though you’ve polished off six out of their twenty 
duting the last half year—they are Englishmen ! 
If you shoot down nineteen of them, number twenty 
will still make an effort to do something. Id try 
waiting for them at Iralti again, if I were you!” 

Eschwege considered the point. 

“Td prefer to leave them in peace for the present,” 
he said, “so that they can get accustomed again to 
taking things easy in the air. One mustn’t make life 
too hard for them; otherwise theyll come across at 
such a huge height that I can’t possibly reach them 
from my forward landing-ground. Meanwhile, I 
propose to lie in wait for their pals from Orljak.” 


All was quiet on the Struma front, however. The 
English machines were certainly in the air every day, 
but unfortunately—or rather, fortunately for them— 
they never flew in the same part of thesky as Eschwege. 
After thtee days he was fed up and so returned to 
Iralti. I grew anxious when he was not back by the 
end of the afternoon, but in the evening he arrived— 
as hungty as a wolf and parched with thirst. 

“Rotten!” he growled. “I hung about all day 
in that swinish heat and couldn’t see a single tail!” 

“Yes, you had bad luck to-day! Two land 
machines from the Struma front flew quite low over 
Porna station and dropped their bombs.” 
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“Oh? Then I’d better try the Struma front again 
to-morrow !” 

And so it came to pass, but unfortunately, there 
was clear air there, while quite a lively lot of traffic 
issued from Thasos. A squadron of eight machines 
came to trouble the Sarishaban plain, where they 
caused three fires. Eschwege was furious. 

“It’s a swinish business. Our Staffel has a hundred 
and sixty kilometres of front; wherever one is, the 
enemy is somewhere else!” 


The following morning he flew off to Iralti again. 

T heard his machine when sitting in my office in the 
midday hours. The joyful certainty flashed into my 
mind—he had got another! When I rang up the aero- 
drome, I received news that he was on his way to me, 
and almost the next moment I heard him calling out. 
He fell on my neck as I emerged from the office. 

“Come to report most obediently—got another ! ” 

I wrung his hand joyfully and gazed in astonishment 
at the eyes which gleamed with a strange brightness 
from a face black with soot. 

“* Well, who’s made you up so beautifully ? ” 

He whistled through his teeth. 

“T nearly gave myself a coat of paint. Asa matter 
of fact, I ran into an explosion. Id been waiting 
out there since sunrise, and—just imagine their cheek 
—they came across at the very same time as before; 
11.30 a.m. sharp ! 

“There were four of them this trip. All Sopwith 
two-seaters—fast land machines. To-day, however, 
I didn’t let them drop their bombs first, but took off 
the moment I saw them, for I had no desire to ex- 
perience those ghastly minutes again—when the 
English sailed peacefully homeward over my head 
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with me down below, unable to get my engine going. 
Also I knew that after their previous experience 
they’d be keeping a sharp look-out for me. 

“So I took off as soon as I saw them with the 
naked eye. ‘They spotted me at once, got rid of their 
bombs in open country and made a right-about turn. 
But they kept together beautifully—I take off my hat 
to them for that! As soon as ever I attacked one, 
the other three promptly closed up and worried me 
with their machine-guns. The threads of their tracer 
bullets were almost shaving my nose as they streaked 
past—pretty uncomfortable it was!” 

“ But you pulled it off all the same?” 

“Coming to that in a moment. I had to break 
away and turn four or five times, but kept on attacking. 
Each time I had to sheer off to dodge a burst. We 
flew across the coast and were making for Thasos, 
shooting and turning all the time. 

“Then I lost my wool. I picked out the one that 
was flying deepest and went for him in a nose-dive. 
The other three promptly carried out their part of the 
programme and spun a net of tracers round me. 

** My victim saw that it was a matter of life and 
death for him, and put his stick hard down for a 
desperate dash. But this time I refused to let go, and 
so approached quite close, shooting all the time, 
Just as I was about to go into a turn, I saw a jet of 
flame spurt out from his cockpit, and the next moment 
the Sopwith burst up with a bang. I promptly pulled 
my machine up, but for a few seconds I was swallowed 
up in the haze and smoke. At the same time I got a 
smack from below by a gust, which was worse than 
anything Tve experienced in a thunderstorm. I 
couldn’t hear or see a thing!” (See sketch at 
chapter heading.) 
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He spat on the ground. “I’ve still got such a 
wicked taste in my mouth! But it doesn’t worry me, 
for I scored a victory!” 

And: the other three?” 

“Did a quick bolt. I wanted to get another— 
then my engine suddenly began to sputter. The 
rev-counter dropped back to 800, picked up again and 
then jumped backwards and forwards most woefully. 

“T got a hell of a fright, for I had dropped down to 
400 metres in the course of the fight. If my engine 
gave out, I was for it, just like those two Englishmen 
I forced down on to the water that time. So I turned 
back at once—and found myself at least five kilometres 
from the mainland coast. So I couldn’t reach dry 
land in a glide. And then—my heart stood still—the 
hand slid back to zero, and the next moment my 
engine went dead!” 

“ Then it was hit in the fight ? ” 

“No, no! I examined it before I came along— 
everything O.K. But it probably swallowed a dose 
of burnt-out gas when I barged into the cloud of that 
explosion and felt dreadfully sick. Anyhow, I saw I 
must do something quickly if I loved life. I had to 
put everything on one card. If I was lucky, I could 
get the propeller going again by putting the machine 
into a vertical dive—and then—if my luck held—the 
engine might pick up again. So off 1 went! I put 
the stick down hard and whizzed off towards the 
waves on my head ! 

* And then—barely thirty metres above the sea— 
the force of the air-pressure set the propeller going 
again—a lovely shiver went through the machine— 
the engine had started again ! 

““T eased off gradually. The rev-counter moved 
forward slowly until it was wobbling round 1,600 
again.” 
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I breathed a sigh of relief. “ Thank heaven for 
that! And what did you think about when you 
wete tumbling down?” 

He laughed. 

* Well, the usual things first. Seemed surprised 
that the machine suddenly stopped when it had been 
going all right. Thought someone must have been 
doing something to it. And then I hoped the obser- 
vation post on the shore had seen the Englishman 
burst up. I wanted you to know in any case that I 
had settled the fellow!” 
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CHARTER XVil 
A NOISY FAREWELL PARTY 


Y face grew longer and longer as the Greek 
| V | summer progressed. One after another of my 
people broke down under the effect of the murderous 
Greek climate. 
Lieutenant von Wobeser started the business with 
168 
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a violent attack of fever. After being down on his 
back for several weeks he was so debilitated that I was 
forced to put him in for a transfer to lighter duty. 

He was followed by Acting Officer von der Weppen, 
in whom some typhus bacilli took considerable 
interest. As Dr. Woermann made a correct diagnosis, 
he was sent off to hospital in time and nursed through 
his illness. 

Unfortunately, our medicine man took more care 
of his friends than himself. A gastric fever assailed 
him so violently that he had to beat a retreat. Dr. 
Frenzl became our “ plaster box ” in his stead. 

Likewise, I had to push off Kuhlo and Stattaus, 
because their stomachs and intestines refused to 
carry on. 

Even Eschwege went very limp for a few days. 
When I gave him a searching look, he protested 
energetically : “ What! Me ill? Impossible! I’ve 
no time to be ill when there are so many Englishmen 
knocking around |” 

His was, indeed, no mere heroic gesture. After a 
couple of days off he was able to fly again, and on the 
third day he shot down his fifteenth victim. 


The worst ravages were the work of the malaria. 

What was the use of sleeping under nets with fine 
meshes every night and putting gauze blinds in front 
of every window and door! The tiny, nimble 
mosquitoes still found their way to ourblood. Naturally 
we obtained no replacements for the smitten, 
because the whole of the Balkans were down with 
fever. 

We should have found it a heavy burden to bear, 
but for one consolation: the Tommies on the other 
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side of the lines were getting it even worse. I 
quote from an English account : 


“* When we went to Macedonia, we knew it was 
a fever country. But no one was able to realize the 
full extent of the deadliness of—for example—the 
Struma plain. Our people sank under the malaria 
like grass-blades under a scythe. One infantry 
battalion dwindled from its strength of 1,000 to 
one officer and nineteen men,” 


And for a time, only two of the twenty aircraft 
ctews on Thasos aerodrome were fit for duty. 


I felt very seedy one morning when I had received a 
summons to Divisional H.Q. Nevertheless, I took 
my stick and crawled through the sweltering streets. 
I did not get far, because my feet refused duty, so 
that I had to sit down on some stone steps, completely 
exhausted. Then I struggled back home wearily and 
flopped down on my bed. Our doctor felt my pulse 
and took my temperature. 

Malaria tropica ! 

I have not many memories of the subsequent thirty- 
six hours. I only know that an indescribable longing 
for cool and shade tortured the fantasies of my fever. 

I tried to get up again on the morning of the third 
day. I succeeded and soon learnt the use of my feet 
again, even though unable to dispense with my stick 
for a while. My attempt to fly again was punished 
with spasmodic stomach attacks. But at least, I 
managed to carry on the business of the Staffel. 

Several days later I received a telephone message 
from Captain von Blomberg, our O.C. Aviation ; 


“Four weeks sick leave. Afterwards you are 
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in command of the Staff Photography Section until 
complete recovery.” 


Much as I loathed the idea of parting from my 
beloved Staffel, I did not like to refuse this post, 
which was a preliminary to the appointment on the 
General Staff I desired. It was arranged that I 
should report at Uskub a week later and then go on 
leave. So I had ample time to initiate Lieutenant 
Kénig into the business. He had already under- 
studied me on several occasions. 


The evening before I flew away there was a large 
farewell party, to which we invited the other Germans 
working in Drama. The farewell oration was delivered 
by Eschwege, who concluded with the words : 

“J am only sorry that I cannot bring down an 
Englishman to-day in his honour! Well, perhaps 
one may come along—morning is still a long way 
onl” 

We cheered him for that, but we were soon destined 
to forgo our laughter. Half an hour later the 
telephone buzzed. 

“* A machine took off from Thasos.” 

Eschwege beamed. 

Just what I said! I hope he'll come here instead 
of visiting the sea-fliers | ” 

The latter, however, appeared to be his destination, 
for a further report soon came in: 

“ English aircraft heading for Xanthi.” 

Eschwege pulled a wry face. “What a pity! 
Well, it can’t be helped! Then we'll just put another 
glass or so inside us!” 

This proposal found favour. Our merry mood 


172. WAR FLYING IN MACEDONIA 


rose—until it was burst a quarter of an hour later. 
It was then 11.10 p.m. 

e-Grerackk Nl} rtemcick | 1 

Two further heavy cracks followed. Eschwege 
was depressed. 

“That spoils the fun! If only I had taken off!” 

Ihung onto the telephone. A report came through 
from the aerodrome. “‘ Heavy bomb fell close to the 
one-seaters’ tent. Halberstadts damaged by air 
pressure.” 

Our merry mood was over. We wandered out to 
the aerodrome. 

Eschwege’s beautiful machine! The woodwork 
was splintered and the canvas of the cockpit’s walling 
hung in shreds. But a closer investigation showed 
that although several framework parts were damaged, 
the engine and main spars remained unscathed. 

“A bad leave-taking for me,” I said to Eschwege. 
“And so V’ll pay my farewell visit to the Thasos 
brethren in your company and drop a few bombs 
down on them. Perhaps we’ll thus get them out of 
the habit of these immoral night trips.” 

Eschwege was all fire and flames forit. But Kénig 
held me back. “ You're still too shaky from your 
malaria! Please leave it to me!” 

“ All right!” It was not long before I had his 
Rumpler out and ready to start. While the armoury 
master saw to the machine-gun, the bombs were 
stowed on board—four explosive bombs in the rack 
and two incendiary bombs in the cockpit. Every- 
thing was ready about midnight. 

“You'll have good visibility in the moonlight. 
So Hals und Beinbruch!” 

Eschwege crept into the pilot’s seat and ran his 
engine. The exhaust gases spat themselves out in a 


A NOISY FAREWELL PARTY ie 


ted jet of flame. Eschwege nodded, and Kénig 
climbed in. A brief waving of hands—the big bird 
began to move slowly—her pace increased—a wee 
hop—then she lifted herself from the ground and 
winged her steady way out into the moonlight night. ... 


“What are we going to do meanwhile?” asked 
Lakemann, the civil servant, who was always thirsty. 

“ We'll wait here till they come back!” 

As I arranged to have our “ bow!” brought out 
there for sociability’s sake, he agreed. 

Our conversation turned exclusively on the two 
comrades who had taken off and the process of 
bombing. As a matter of fact, it was really a miracle 
that the English had done so little harm in all their 
numerous attacks on our aerodtome. The machine 
which they had damaged that night could soon be 
tepaired, so that the only total loss we had to book 
during my time was the reserve scout, which had been 
burnt when a direct hit fell on its tent. Thanks to the 
thrustful activity of Eschwege, we had been still 
luckier in the air, winning sixteen victories without 
losing a single machine, while the only severely 
wounded casualty was our dear Eckardt. 

Gradually the conversation died down. All the 
more fervently our thoughts circled round the two 
friends in the air. Again and again we turned our 
glances to the mountains of Philippi, behind which 
lay the island of Thasos. 

And then—to south-eastward the sky flamed up in 
a vivid red, which gradually assumed a deeper hue. 
I looked at my watch: 1 a.m. 

The suspense gtew intolerable. For a moment an 
icy shiver ran through my limbs. Had our comrades 
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been shot down in flames? But I quickly shook off 
this horrible thought. My belief in our luck was 
too strong. Moreover, one small machine could not 
set half the sky aglow. No, there was only one 
magnificent possibility—that Kénig had aimed truly 
and well ! 

The telephone’s bell rang as I hastened to the tent 
which contained the instrument. And a few instants 
later our faithful Angeloff came out and announced 
in trembling accents the report from the Bulgarian 
observation post in the neighbourhood of Kavala: 

*“‘'Thasos aerodrome on fire!” 

It was impossible to express the outburst of our 
exultant joy in words. When the reflection of 
mighty explosions quivered in the sky a few minutes 
later and we realized that the bomb sheds were going 
up in the air, I had to turn away to hide the tears in my 
eyes. 


What had happened 

Eschwege and Kénig head seawards as soon as 
they have taken off. After a half-hour’s flight they 
can make out Thasos ahead of them. When a search- 
light flares up and begins to scour the ait, Kénig 
shuts it up with a few shots. Then the quickfirer 
gtows lively and sends its gleaming phosphorus 
shells aloft. Luckily, its aim is directed to another 
quarter of the sky. 

Kénig bends overboard to take a look at his 
target. The huge gleaming Bessoneau hangars at 
the edge of a mulberry plantation flank the aerodrome 
in a wide semi-circle and look near enough to touch. 

“Ruck! ruck! ruck! ruck!” 

The four explosive bombs whirl into the depths. 
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Ten seconds later the hits flash up. They lie very 
close to a hangar. 

There are still the two incendiary bombs to go. 
That means another approach to the objective. 
Once more the inquisitive searchlight and its machine- 
gun must be warned to keep quiet. Kénig selects a 
hangar and gives Eschwege a light tap on his left 
shoulder. That means: “ We are going overt too 
far right |” 

Eschwege puts the Rumpler slowly round to the 
left. Holding the two live incendiary bombs under 
his atm, Kénig peers down below. Now for it! 
He drops them with a second’s interval. 

Into a tum again to watch the bursts. He strains 
his eyes to search the ground. But he sees no burst. 
The incendiary bombs must have touched ground 
some time ago. Are they duds ? 

“ Home |” 

Eschwege nods and makes for the mainland beyond 
ihe sea. Suddenly they both start in amazement. 
A ted glow is mirrored on their wings. <A swift 
glance behind gives a welcome explanation—a hangar 
containing six machines blazes up to heaven like a 
huge torch. The incendiary bombs have fired it! 

Eschwege promptly puts the machine into a turn. 
Back! As soon as they reach the aerodrome, they 
drop down to get a close view of the fireworks. The 
hangar is past saving now. Moreover, the grass— 
dry as hay—has taken fire. The English soldiers are 
trying to extinguish the blaze on the aerodrome. 

That, of course, they must not do! Eschwege 
puts his machine on her nose, and fires as he whitls 
down towards the aerodrome. Then he circles 
round the scene of the conflagration so that Konig 
can take it with his pivotable gun. The English 
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reatret under the hail of bullets; the fire spreads 
outwards until at last it reaches the mulberry planta- 
tion. Now they can go home at ease; the furnaces 
ate well stoked. (See sketch at chapter heading.) 

KGnig perches himself the wrong way round on his 
tip-up seat and stares at the burning aerodrome. 
And then—a mighty explosion hurls sheaves of fire 
up into the sky; the flames have reached the bomb 
depot and sent its contents up. 

Once more Eschwege goes into a prolonged turn, 
so that he too may enjoy the spectacle. Then, at last, 
he puts the machine on her course for Drama. Petrol 
is running low. 

Further explosions follow. 

The score is paid! 


Meanwhile, we still sat waiting on the aerodrome. 
It was nearly two o’clock. Where were our couple ? 

They had been up for almost two hours. Their 
purpose was achieved; the blood-red sky and the 
observation post had given us news on that point. 
Then “rrrret!” the telephone announced another 
message. 

“Two enemy aircraft making for Drama from 
Kavala!” 

We started at one another in amazement. Retribu- 
tion for our retribution? Well, just what we might 
expect from those dashing Englishmen ! 

But whete was our machine? It was to be hoped 
that it would not return at some stupid moment when 
it would be forced to land in the midst of the English 
bombs. We sat there, waiting in anxious suspense. 

And then the drone of an engine sounded in our 
eats. But by the sound that could only be our 
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people. I hoped they arrived before the English 
came along. I did not need to put out any flares 
because Eschwege always managed his nocturnal 
landings without illumination. 

We stared until our eyes were starting from our 
heads. And then—at last, we knew it was our 
Rumpler! It came down to the aerodrome in a 
beautiful glide. 

Now we could see its black shadow hovering over 
the ground in the moonlight. It dropped nearer 
and nearer to the earth, which swallowed it up as it 
landed. It came to a stop after a short run, and then 
it taxied off to its tent ina wide sweep. We hastened 
thither to offer our comrades heartfelt congratulations 
on their success. 

“ But get out quickly now! Two English machines 
have been reported!” 

“Who knows whether they’re coming here?” 

The doubt appeared to be well founded, for we 
could hear nothing more of them. And then the 
telephone rang again. 

““ There’s only one machine! And it has flown 
to Drama!” 

Then we laughed, for it was plain to us that they 
must have heard our own machine. The Bulgarians 
had mistaken its echo in the mountains for a second 
machine. 

We remained on the aerodrome until 2.30 a.m., 
staring across in the direction of Thasos. The sky 
was still blood-red, and the red fingers of explosions 
still groped up towards the stars. 

We could feel satisfied. It was really a roaring 
success. 


On the following morning I sent Konig and 
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Corporal Keller to Thasos, with Eschwege as an 
escort, so that they could photograph the scene of the 
conflagration. 

The English were not so artful as we had been on a 
similar occasion. They had put up no new tents 
over the “ dark point.” Probably they had no spare 
ones. But in any case the blackened grass and the 
crater made by our bursting bombs were clear evidence 
of the success of our nocturnal raid. (Photographs 
34 and 35.) 

And so we could feel more satisfied with our 
photographs than the Tommies whom we had de- 
ceived so meanly on that former occasion. 


CHAPTER XVI 


A BALLOON AND A HALF 


N September 23rd I took command of the Staff 
Photography Section. I still remained in clese 
touch with my old Staffel, because the daily reports 
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and aerial photographs from all flying units on the 
Salonica front passed through my hands. 

Ten days later—on October 3rd—came the first 
tidings of victory : 


“Lieutenant von Eschwege shot down B.E. 
English one-seater in flames, west of Sarmusaki. 
Wreckage between lines in our patrol area.” 


His sixteenth! And it was not long before he 
made himself conspicuous again : 


“Scout attacked English motot-boat on west 
shore, Lake Takhino, from 1,000 metres. Put 
burst of 300 shots into boat.” 


That was the boat in which the English had proposed 
to visit us | 


About this time the captive balloon belonging to 
Balloon Section 17 popped up in the neighbourhood 
of Orljak on the Struma front after a fairly long 
interval. 

Ever since its reappearance, Eschwege went about 
with a thoughtful face. But he invariably shook his 
head when anyone remarked : 

“New captive balloon up! What about it, 
Eschwege ?” 

“Captive balloon, eh? No, not in my line!” 

But on the morning of October 28th he secretly 
filled a belt with incendiary bullets and took off. 
For news had just come in from the front that the 
balloon had been sent up to a height of 800 metres. 
He decided to take a chance at it. 

He considered the point; this was another case 
for a surprise attack. If the English spotted him 
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too soon, their Archies would put up a barrage, and 
send their scouts up to protect it. And—worse 
still—they would haul the balloon down. So trickery 
was the only way ! 

When he took off, he headed for the mountains, 
from the cover of which he planned to make a dash 
for the lines with the sun at his back. 

A quarter of an hour later he has gained the right 
distance. Yonder, fat below him, the balloon sways 
in the morning breeze. 

Eschwege throttles well down in order to avoid an 
untimely betrayal of his presence by the sound of his 
engine. Then he swoops down on the balloon in a 
prolonged glide. 

He has not yet been seen. The observer is leaning 
out of his basket-work car, scanning the Bulgarian 
positions through his glasses. The enemy’s Archie 
battery has also failed to notice his arrival. 

When he is only 600 metres away, he bends over 
and gets the huge envelope into his sights. His aim 
does not need to be so deadly accurate as in an air- 
fight—as long as he keeps roughly on the mark, he 
can hit this haystack of a target. 

Now he is within 300 metres—a pressure on the 
trigger-button—and “ tackackackackack!” the two 
machine guns rattle away. The threads of smoke 
vanish into the envelope—the balloon must break 
out in flames in a moment. 

He approaches within ten metres of it, firing all the 
time—he pulls the stick on to his chest—and just 
clears the mass. Then follows a steep turn. 

A bitter disappointment : the balloon is not on fire. 

The gunners below are running to their guns. 
And the balloon’s observer, wearing his parachute, 
climbs on to the edge of the car to jump out. He 
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is still hesitating. Probably he is a novice, making 
his first jump. 

Again Eschwege attacks! He fires from both 
guns. A backward glance. The balloon is not yet 
on fire | 

A bad business ! 

The English observer evidently thinks the same. 
His situation has become painful, and he jumps. 
Eschwege sees him swaying down earthward under 
the white parachute. 

A third attack! But still no ignition | 

The machine-guns cackle up to him from the 
ground. Some shells burst threateningly near. What 
does he care! That gas-bag must go down! 

A fourth approach. The guns cease fire for fear 
of damaging the balloon. 

“ Tackackackackackackack ! ”” 

Once mote the little clouds of smoke disappear into 
the silver-grey envelope. And then—at last !—a 
tiny red flame quivers out and grows apace. The 
balloon is on fire! (See sketch at chapter heading.) 

The missiles of the artillery and machine-guns 
howl upward again. Eschwege worms his way 
through them in irregular turns. 

Some shrapnels are still singing behind him. Too 
short ! 

Victory | 


Several days later there is a new balloon up in place 
of the one he shot down. On November gth, 
Eschwege rings up the front. 

“ How high ?” 

“Only 250 metres, because of thick clouds.” 

Eschwege deliberates. 
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“Tt’s got to go down,” he decides. 

He sneaks up to its vicinity above the clouds and 
makes a dive at it through a hole in them. Then— 
the left gun jams. Anxious hopes—if only the other 
gun will carry on! But after thirty rounds it lets 
him down. 

Eschwege circles round the balloon twice in the 
fire the Archies have hastily started, tugging at his 
guns. Surely he can get one, at least, of them to 
see reason? In vain! 

The observer gets nervous. He jumps down. 
But to-day he is not so lucky as on the previous 
occasion. The parachute fails to open. His body 
plunges earthwards at an ever-increasing speed. And 
when the parachute opens at last, it is too late. The 
speed is too great—the straps tear away—and the 
Englishman’s body crashes to the ground. 

Eschwege is still circling round the balloon and 
banging at his guns. The fire from the machine- 
guns and artillery pieces becomes increasingly un- 
pleasant. Already there are several gaping holes in 
his wings. 

The jams cannot be cleared. So there is nothing 
left for him but to retreat, however bitter this decision 
may be for him. 

And this time, too, he succeeds in emerging from 
the enemy’s fire unscathed. He crosses the English 
trenches at a bare 100 metres. 

His face is white with disappointment. 


CHAPTER, ix 


THE KING OF THE AIR 


HE two-seaters of the Staffel raided Lahana 

ae odrome in squadron formation on November 
12th. When they landed, Kénig spoke to Eschwege. 
‘Better leave the balloon alone for the present ! 
The English have planted a crowd of guns by it. 
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And they hauled it down and put up a hefty barrage 
as soon as we approached.” 

Eschwege laughed. 

** So easy for you to say ‘leave it alone,’ my dear 
fellow. I wanted to leave that balloon alone, but it 
won't leave me alone!” 


On November 15th Eschwege rang up the front to 
inquire whether the balloon was up again. 

“Yes, but you can’t attack it to-day! Firstly it’s 
only 500 metres up, and secondly there are three 
English machines cruising about over Orljak to 
protect it.” 

Eschwege was wrapped in thought as he walked 
across the aerodrome. 

“ And thirdly, Pll have it down all the same,” he 
vowed, 

His mechanic came to him when he was in his tent. 

“ What ammunition are you taking up to-day, sit?” 

Eschwege reflected. 

“‘In any case, you’d better put me some incendiary 
bullets in the right belt. I don’t know whether I 
can get a shot at it to-day, But Pll be wild if I can 
and yet can’t.” 


He takes off a quarter of an hour later. Rain clouds 
hang over the Struma plain. Not a single English 
machine is to be seen over the lines, but several of 
them are flying round the balloon in narrow circles. 

Then the fever of battle takes possession of Esch- 
wege. By making skilful use of the clouds, he 
succeeds in approaching the balloon unseen. 

On reaching the right distance, he puts his machine 
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down and swoops on the balloon in a vertical dive— 
right between the machines of its astounded protectors. 

It is a mad piece of audacity which can only meet 
with success if he sets fire to the balloon at the first 
onslaught. The English airmen will allow him no 
time for a second attempt. And luck is with him 
once more. The red flame dances on the envelope 
after his first few shots. A turn—back to the front. 

To left and right of him, above him and below, in 
front and behind him shell and shrapnel are bursting. 
But Eschwege slides back across the English lines 
untouched. 

The airmen give chase—but fly away cowed when 
he tutns back. With a joyful eye he watches the 
burning envelope sink slowly earthwards. 

His eighteenth confirmed victory ! 


The next few days brought thick clouds, but on 
November 19th the weather cleared up somewhat. 


A report from the front: ‘ New balloon up over 
Orljak |” 


Kénig took hold of Eschwege’s arm as he watched 
his machine being pushed out of its tent. 

“You don’t mean to have another go at - 

Eschwege set his mind at rest with a gesture of denial. 

* No, not to-day. I only want to have a look at 
the fellows. Besides, there are so many airmen flying 
about the place to protect it. Perhaps I can pick off 
one of them.” 

He sees anti-aircraft fire over by Seres when about 
to cross the lines half an hour later. He makes for it. 

Two smeats loom out of the air. A B.E. two-seater 
and a Sopwith scout. He looks down. He is over 
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Kalendra, i.e., still on his own side of the lines. 

He gets a burst on to the larger machine at his first 
onslaught. But meanwhile the scout hangs on behind 
him, so that he is flying in a cross fire. The B.E.’s 
observer is peppering him in front, and the Sopwith 
pilot from behind. 

Doesn’t matter |—He is so confident of victory 
to-day and feels so sure of his own invulnerability 
that he fastens on to the B.E.’s neck and refuses to 
budge. 

And then—a cloud of smoke and a little flame that 
grows apace... 

Settled him ! 

The Sopwith bolts for the lines in a nose-dive when 
Eschwege throws his machine round in a sharp turn. 
What a pity! (See sketch at chapter heading.) 

So he has time to see what the B.E. is doing. It is 
going down to earth in the form of a huge torch. 


Eschwege found bad news awaiting him when he 
landed in Drama. Sergeant van Ahlen was not so 
lucky in his air-fight ; he had been forced to land near 
Porna with a severe leg wound. 


. . 


Eschwege takes off again in the afternoon. As if 
by some magic power, he is drawn once more to 
Orljak. The Bulgarian observations are correct. 
A new captive balloon is up. He notes with grim 
satisfaction that the English haul it down at lightning 
speed as soon as he approaches. Four protecting 
machines are circling round the air in which it floats. 

A mad idea comes into his brain: “T’ll see if you 
have any spunk!” 
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He puts his machine on to its nose and dives | 

But the English are so discouraged by his last 
victory that all four—here, so many kilometres behind 
their own lines, protected by their own artillery and 
machine guns—fly before the onslaught of a solitary 
German. 

Eschwege laughs as he flies homeward. 

He has earned the honourable title which the 
Bulgarians have bestowed on him. 

Bjelomorrsko orel ! 

The Eagle of the Aegean Sea! 

Now he is a veritable king of the air | 
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CHAPTER XX 


THE LAST VICTORY 


E morning of November 21st dawned grey, 

Eschwege filled both belts of his machine-gun 
with incendiary bullets and was interspersing the 
machine’s two startled attendants wheeled it out. 


cartridges by the light of his experience. 


- 
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Was he really going to attack the Orljak balloon again 
to-day ? At last Lance-Corporal Leonhardt plucked 
up courage. 

* Wouldn’t you do well to wait a bit before attack- 
ing the balloon, sir? It would be your fourth attack 
on it within three weeks !” 

Eschwege laughed as he clapped him on the 
shoulder. 

*“* My good man, I’m just in luck’s way. And you 
never win anything if you don’t take a risk |” 

Five minutes later he took off on the flight that was 
to be his last. 


The lieutenant of the Bulgarian observation post, 
in the mountains to the north-west of Seres, was 
spooning up his morning soup when a Voynik entered 
his dug-out : 

“ Balona katschwa!” (The balloon is going up !) 

The officer stepped outside and looked through his 
telescope. He had to keep on screwing it up because 
the balloon disappeared from his field of vision again 
and again. It was still rising. 

The officer followed its progress in amazement. 
This meant something special! After Eschwege had 
shot down two of its fellows a week ago, the enemy 
aeronauts had grown very cautious, refusing to send 
their new envelopes up more than a few hundred 
metres. 

So why was this one climbing so high to-day? 
Had the English something particular to do? Were 
they wanting to find out something? Was it going 
to spot for a long-range gun? Were they afraid of a 
Bulgarian attack P 

The Bulgarian observer got the balloon into his 
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threads again. Ah, now it had stopped rising! 
It was swaying to and fro in wide oscillations, rocked 
by the breeze of the youthful morning. The officer 
turned to his assistant. 

“Very high to-day!” 

“ Eight hundred metres, at least. And there’s an 
observer in it again to-day. When Eschwege set the 
second one on fire, the basket was empty!” 

The officer looked through the glass again. The 
man was right; he could see the English observer in 
it quite plainly. 

“T’m sure they’re up to something 

The soldier shrugged his shoulders. 

“ Mosche-bi! ”” (Perhaps !) 

Then he raised his index finger and listened. His 
ears caught a distant hum in the air. 

“ The English airmen are coming up now to protect 
the balloon against Eschwege ! ” 

The officer also listened excitedly. But then he 
laughed. 

“ T'schuj szamo (But can’t you hear) ; that’s not an 
English engine. It’s a German one, it’s Eschwege ! 
A good thing he’s on the spot before the airmen over 
there have had their sleep out!” 

The soldier fetched a pair of field-glasses from the 
dug-out and searched the sky. His officer was right 
—it was Eschwege! ‘The tiny machine was now in 
his glasses; it was heading for Orljak from a great 
height over the mountains. So Eschwege wanted to 
attack the balloon a fourth time! In an excited voice 
the soldier called his comrades to come and be 
witnesses of the next victory. 

And now the drone of the engine died away. The 
slender bird lowered her beak and swooped. All were 
breathless with excitement. 
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The officer stared through the telescope. Oh, 
how splendid! The English had not noticed Esch- 
wege yet. Last time they put up a heavy barrage in 
front of the balloon while its assailant was still some 
kilometres away, but to-day, on the contrary, not one 
cloudlet had gone up from their guns. The balloon’s 
observer also looked quite carefree as he leant over 
the edge of his basket. 

This balloon was also bound to go down in flames 
unless Eschwege’s guns jammed. The next few 
seconds would decide the issue! The Bulgarians 
stood in expectant silence. But the English artillery 
had not fired a shot yet ! 

The officer stared feverishly through the glass. 
Now the German machine dived into his field of 
vision—now he was swooping on his prey like an 
eagle—now he must be shooting. Had his incendiary 
bullets set it on fire? They would soon see ! 

Now he was within a few metres of the balloon— 
now the machine raised its head ahead—now it 
flitted over the balloon with a bare margin of space— 
and now the envelope was taking fire. 

Hurrah ! 

But there was something different this time; the 
balloon had not started its blaze with a tiny flame as 
on ptevious occasions—to-day it flared up all at once 
to a mighty pillar of fire. Burning shreds from the 
envelope writhed slowly earthwards. 

The overpowering suspense of the Bulgarian 
soldiers eased itself off in a tempestuous shout of 
exultation. Only the officer felt a dread foreboding 
which made his heart tremble. 

Whete was Eschwege? Had his lucky star guided 
him safely through the terrific explosion again, just 
as it did that time over the sea by Thasos ? 


34. BEFORE 


AND, AFTER 


35. OUR BOMBING RAID ON THASOS 


36, R.F.C. OFFICERS CARRYING ESCHWEGE’S COFFIN 
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Yes—thank Heaven—he was preserved. For now 
he plainly saw the machine emerge from the smoke 
and sheer away. (See sketch at chapter heading.) 

But—oh horror |—it was going down over the left 
wing—now it was in a sideslip—and then, impelled 
by its heavy engine, it went down on to its nose and 
whirled earthwards. It was terrible! It was impos- 
sible to realize that Eschwege was no longer alive! 

The officer turned to his men in anxious fear. But 
they had only seen the balloon go down, and laughed 
as they hugged one another. Their exultation gave 
way to a woeful gloom when he told them what he 
had seen. 

“Eschwege dead! Our Eschwege dead! We 
can’t believe that !” 

The officer nodded. 

* We will not believe it. And we have still cause 
to hope that he is only wounded! Yes, perhaps not 
even that! Perhaps his engine only stopped when 
he was flying away from the cloud of the explosion, 
and he landed safely somewhere over there.” 

Then all hearts took courage again. If only that 
was so | 


About noon Lieutenant Konig rang me up from 
Drama. 

His voice sounded so tired that I thought of 
Eschwege at once, for we were continually anxious 
on his behalf. And then he gave me the report from 
the Bulgarian artillery observation post. 

A small spark of hope still glowed in us, but it was 
very, very tiny. The Bulgarian report left open the 
possibility that Eschwege might have come down 
alive, even though wounded. 
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But why did not the balloon burn slowly, according 
to the rule ? 

There was only one possibility; the English had 
filled the basket with explosives and ignited it by 
means of a cable at the moment when Eschwege had to 
pass close over the top of the balloon after his success- 
ful attack. The “ observer ” in the basket was only 
a stuffed dummy. 

Later on, our theory was confirmed by the state- 
ments of prisoners and the official report of the 
activities of the 16th Wing. The latter account states : 

** When three (!) balloons had been shot down in 
flames, an unserviceable envelope was sent up. 
The basket contained a heavy bomb, which was 
calculated to bring down any machine within a 
radius of a hundred yards when it exploded. This 
was connected up with the observers on the ground 
by means of an electric cable. 

“When an enemy scout attacked the balloon on 
November 21st, 1917, and came close to it, the 
charge was ignited, so that the machine broke up. 
The subsequent investigation confirmed the supposi- 
tion that the machine was flown by Lieutenant von 
Eschwege, the most successful German pilot on this 
front.” 


An English airman appeared over Drama in the 
afternoon and dropped a streamer. In the weighted 
bag attached to it was found a letter, written in German 
with the following contents : 

“To the Bulgarian-German Flying Corps in 

Drama. 


“The officers of the Royal Flying Corps regret to 
announce that Lieutenant von Eschwege was killed 
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while attacking the captive balloon. His personal 
belongings will be dropped over the lines some time 
during the next few days.” 


A few days later an Englishman sent a second 
streamer fluttering down. 

It contained the photographs of Eschwege’s funeral. 
He was buried by the English with full military 
honours. (Photograph 36.) Six flying officers bore 
his coffin. 


The Bulgarians put up a memorial to him in Drama. 
It bears the following inscription : 


LIEUTENANT RUDOLF VON EsCHWEGE 
Pilot. 
Born on February 25th, 1895 
at Homburg vor der Hohe 
Fell as a hero at Orljak 
On the occasion of his twentieth aerial victory 
on November 21st, 1917. 


From the roth Aegean Division. 


The stone monument was flanked by two mighty 
beacons. Yet first of all the Bulgarians lit another 
beacon—not in Drama, but over the grave itself, in 
the enemy’s territory, for, on March 15th, 1918, they 
shot down in flames the fifth captive balloon of Orljak 
with a shell from their long-barrelled gun—Eschwege’s 
balloon ! 

And what of the other German airmen ? 

In the next few months there were heavy casualties 
among them. Lieutenant Rottka was transferred to 
the Serial Photography Troop. Two English machines 
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brought him and his pilot, Sergeant Grasmehr, down 
over Hristos. He escaped with some bruises and a 
sprained backbone. 

Lieutenant Lenz flew with Flying Section 20, which 
took over my Staffel’s sector. He and Lieutenant 
Hermstedt, of the Army Aircraft Park, No. 11, were 
ordered to take a machine from Hudova to Drama. 
They were shot down in flames over Sarmusakli. 

Lieutenant Kénig joined Flying Section 30 at 
Hudova. When spotting for artillery he was wounded 
in the foot by machine-gun fire from the ground. 

When I received my appointment on the General 
Staff I was wounded in the right upper thigh on Hill 
1050 by an Italian mine splinter. 

Then Drama’s new scout-flier, Lieutenant Hoesch, 
redressed the balance in our favour by a truly heroic 
feat. 

The English put up another captive balloon at 
Orljak a few days after the success scored by the 
Bulgarian artillerymen. There was a strong presump- 
tion that it might be laden with explosives. 

Nevertheless, Hoesch attacked it on March 2zoth— 
and for the sixth time an envelope went up in flames. 
The glowing shreds which floated across to the hero’s 
grave in the vicinity were a more beautiful adornment 
than any red roses, while the odour of the burning was 
sweeter than the sharp scent of laurel wreaths. 


Many names appearing on this map 
will differ from those used in English 
atlases. Most places marked on it had 
three names,—a Greek, a Turkish and a 
Bulgarian, so that it was a matter of pure 
chance which name was used by the two 
opposing forces. Whenever it was possible 
to identify a name with a different name 
for the same place used in the Times 
Atlas, I have substituted the latter for 
the reader’s convenience. When there 
was any doubt, it seemed to me better to 
leave the names used in Captain Heyde- 
marck’s map. Translator’s Note. 
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JOHN HAMILTON LIMITED 
32 Bloomsbury Street, London, W.C.1 


AVIATION—GENERAL 


New titles and new editions are marked * 


“Days on the Wing 


Memoits of Captain the Chevalier Witty Coppens pr Hour- 
HuLst: Belgium’s Knight of the Air 


Illustrated by Leonatd Bridgman. 10s. 6d. net. 


M. Le Capitaine ie Chevalier Willy 
: Coppens de Houthulst is to-day the 
Belgian Air Attaché to Paris and London. 
The addition of “de Houthulst ”’ to his 
family name was a worthy recognition 
of his exploits in the air over that grim 
district. 

Willy Coppens, Belgian Ace, special- 
Ere: ized in destroying enemy observation 
PENS ten balloons. His book of memoirs will 

thrill alike the old war pilot, the serving 
officer of to-day and the generation that knew not the war. His 
balloon-strafing exploits in the course of which he shot down 
thirty-six balloons, brought him international fame, the British 
D.S.O., and M.C., as well as Belgian and French decorations. 

Throughout the book Willy Coppens intersperses useful 
military information with comic stories or bitter satire, and it is 
one of the most interesting the war has produced. 


“ Bull of graphic descriptions of air combats and of intimate pictures 
of life in a Belgian squadron. . . .’—Times Literary Supplement. 


“Brilliant descriptions of cloud flying and night bombing . . . 
thrilling reading. . . .”’—Yorkshire Evening Post. 


“* Major Coppens proves in his book that truth is certainly more 
exciting than fiction . . . translated with real understanding.” —Dazly 
Mirror. 


“Flying Memories 
By STANLEY ORTON BRADSHAW 
75. 6d. net. 


i\ book containing forty-eight pictures 
of incidents and phases of aviation, both 
in war and peace. The author is one 
of an extremely small number of artists 

ert specializing in aerial art. An artistic 
and interesting book. 

“ A unique pictorial impression of aviation in war and peace... 
an artistic contribution to any bookcase.” —Birmingham Gazette. 


*War Flying in Macedonia 
By HAUPT HEYDEMARCK 75. Gd. net. 


Captain Heydemarck has stated in 
Double-Decker C. 666 and Flying Section 17 
——the two delightful chronicles of his 
wat flights in France—that he was 
eventually transferred to the Balkan 
front at the request of his old section- 
commander. 

War Flying in Macedonia contains the 
author’s further war experiences, re- 
counted in his own inimitable style. 
Once again we have fascinating 
sketches of the pilots and observers 
associated with him, while thrills galore 
are provided by the exploits of his crack 
pilot, Lieutenant von Eschwege, an ace 
whose fame might have rivalled that of Richthofen or Boelcke if 
Fate had sent him to France instead of Macedonia. The book 
also gains in interest by the fact that Captain Heydemarck’s 
opponents of the air in this theatre of war were the British airmen 
who served with the Salonica Expeditionary Force. 


Altogether the book is a most worthy successor to Double- 
Decker C. 666 and Flying Section 17. 


> 
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Flying Minnows 
By ROGER VEE. 125. 6d. net. 
There have been many books written 

F; LYING of the flying adventures of well known 
“aces”? but in Flying Minnows, the 
; author presents the experiences of 
an undistinguished pilot and of his 
brother officers of the Royal Air Force 
duting the war. This is no tale of 
heroics, but of the routine, dutv and 
recreation of everyday life during that 
period. Occasionally one of the great 
flying men flares into the page, and then 
ROGER out again, but the book is of the lesser 

VEE fry of the R.F.C., designated by the 

* author as Flying Minnows. 

Roger Vee joined the R.F.C. in Canada in early 1917, His 
flying adventures and his story of the German advance on March 
26th, 1918, as seen from the air, make a most interesting 
narrative. 
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Flying for News 

By LARRY RUE. Illustrated ros. 6d. net. 

Larry Rue is the kind of foreign corres- 
pondent one reads about in sensational 
novels. He was the first news corres- 
pondent to cover his assignments in his 
own aeroplane, which he piloted himself. 
He flew into forbidden Afghanistan at the 
time of the revolution ; interviewed Abd- 
el-Krim during the very heat of the Riff 
uprising, and slipped through a hail of 
bullets into the Spanish lines afterwards. 
He has succeeded in making a most inter- 
esting book of his exploits. 

“ An entertaining narrative.” —Morning Post. 

“ An exciting story.” —News-Chronicle. 

“ Highly entertaining work.”—I/ustrated London News. 


“Tt is a good tale... . he knows Jow to tell a tale.” —Newspaper 
World. 
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*Richthofen—The Red Knight of the Air 
By “ VIGILANT ” AGH te 


On April 2tst, 1918, Manfred von Richt- 
hofen fell under the guns of Captain Roy 
Brown. On April 21st, 1933, the fifteenth 
anniversary of the death of theit greatest 
war flyer was honoured throughout Ger- 
many. Although an enemy of the British at 
the time of his exploits—his fame is little 
less in Great Britain than in Germany. 
This book, lavishly illustrated, is the most 
complete and up-to-date record of Richt- 
hofen—his life and adventures. 


Captain Albert Ball, 
V.C., D.S.O. (rwo Bars), M.C. 
By R. H. KIERNAN 85. 6d. net. 


With a foreword by Air-Marshal Sir J. F. 
S. Higgins, eru.B., CM.G, C.V.O., 
D.S.O., A.F.C., and an introduction by H. 
A. Jones, British Official Air Historian. 

Captain Albert Ball, V.C., was one of the 
outstanding personalities of the war, 1914- 
1918. This book gives an authentic 
account of his brief but crowded life. We 
shall not see his like again, for the day of the 
individual pilot who roved the skies in 
seatch of combat had really ended before the 
close of the war. This record of Captain 
Ball’s activities makes a stirring story. He was only twenty 
yeats of age when he fell, yet he was credited with forty-three 
victories. 


“A fitting memorial .. . this is one of the most satisfying books 
about any of the great air fighters that has yet appeared.” — The Morning 
Post. 

“The best war book that I have ever read... apart from its value 
as an historical record, it is a great memorial to a great spirit.”— 


Yorkshire Evening News. 
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“Flying Section 17 
By HAUPT HEYDEMARCK. _ Illustrated 6s. net. 


Here is another book of war flying adven- 
tutes by the author of the popular book, 
Double-Decker C.666. Written in Heyde- 
marck’s bright and chatty style, this volume 
gives a vivid idea of the life of the members 
of the German Flying Section 17. A story 
of flying thrills, with incidents both humor- 
ous and tragic. A fine companion volume 
to Double-Decker C.666. 


“ Thrilling adventures experienced by a German airman during the 
war.”—Aberdeen Press and Journal, 


Knight of Germany 
Oswald Boelcke—German Ace 
By Professor JOHANNES WERNER. ‘Tiranslated by Claud 
W. Sykes. Illustrated 85. 6d. net 


Oswald Boelcke, German flying ace, with 
forty victories, ranked second only to Man- 
fred von Richthofen in the esteem of his 
fellow countrymen and his foes. 

Boelcke was a gentleman and a sportsman. 

After his twentieth victory he was for- 
bidden to fly by the Kaiser, who wanted to 
preserve him as a national hero for reasons 
of prestige. He resented being “‘ kept in a 
glass cage” as he termed it, but was sent on 
a tour of inspection to other fronts as a 
consolation. Boelcke fought his last fight 
on October 28th, 1916, when the fame of the Boelcke Circus was 
at its height. A book to interest everyone, flyer or earthling. 

“This is a memorial portrait by a German of a German war hero ; 
convincing and attractive . . . here is the happy warrior, whose career 
was brief but glorious, who expressed his whole personality in war, 
and died before he ceased to be happy.” —Times Literary Supplement. 
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“Planes of the Great War 
1914-1918 


By HOWARD LEIGH 7s. Od. net. 


This book contains fifty illustrations 
of the best-known planes of all nations 
who took part in the Great War. Mr. 
Howard Leigh’s etchings have been repro- 
duced by collotype and the book is remark- 
able value for the money. There is great 
interest in these planes and their 
popularity will continue for many genera- 
tions. 

“* Admirable illustrations.”—The Fie/d. 

“* A permanent and fascinating record of the great days of military 
aviation . . . incalculable value to historians of aviation.” — Nottingham 


Guardian. 
"The Cockpit 


Flying Adventures for Young Pilots 
Size 102 in. x 72 in. Bulk r} in. 5S. net. 


This is the most up-to-date book in the 
. realm of Rewards. With a fine picture 

, jacket, its eight wonderful full-page, full- 
_ colour illustrations and its thrilling stories 
, of flying adventures by the best-known 
authors in this field, we have no hesitation 
in declaring that, although it is a new- 
comer, it will hold its own with the most 
popular. 

Stories by Captain W. E. Johns, Arch 
Whitehouse, Kenneth Quintrel, Rudolf 
Stark. Illustrations by Stanley Bradshaw 
and Howard Leigh. 


PLANES OF THE GREAT WAR 
1914-1918. 


VIFTY OF HOWARD LEIGH'A POPULAR 
PRINTS REPRODUCED BY COL! 13 


Wing S TSsgzer. 
A quarterly magazine containing flying adventures, both fact 
and fiction. 
Published 1st October Ist January 
ist April ist July 
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“The History of British Aviation 


1908-1914 
By R. DALLAS BRETT. Illustrated with 80 plates 21. me/ 

With a foreword by The Rt. Hon. Sir Philip Sassoon, Bart., 
C.B.E., C.M.G., M.P., Under-Secretary of State for Air. 

In this book we have for the first 
time a coherent story of Great Britain’s 
part in the conquest of a new element by 
the human race. The author has sifted 
the facts with the utmost care and pre- 
sents this thrilling narrative of the 
struggles, failures and successes of our 
pioneers dispassionately, logicaliy and 
clearly, so that all may see the causes 
which led to eventual success. 

This book not only makes interesting 
and exciting reading, but it contains a 
wealth of facts which will make it 
indispensable as a work of reference. 
Here will be found a complete table 
of the results of every important competition in which a British 
pilot took part and of the principal records, for the world or 
British Isles throughout the period. 

The work is lavishiy illustrated with magnificent photo- 
graphs and contains general arrangement drawings of sixteen 
eatly types of aeroplanes. 

“Tt is most emphatically a book of general interest and not merely 
for people whose hobby is flying . . . the whole story is wonderful.” — 
Davip Garnett in The New Statesmen and Nation. 

““ Mr. Brett’s book gives evidence of careful compilation. This is 
a book which urgently wanted writing, and it is indeed fortunate that 
one who, himself a pilot, obviously is in sympathy with the atmosphere 
of the early flying days, has been found to write it. The History of 
British Aviation should be on the bookshelves of everyone who is 
interested in aeronautical progress.”.—Major OLIvER STEWART in 
Country Life. 

“It is a book which I unreservedly commend: for the student of 
aviation it is an essential work of reference, to the young it offers 
inspiration as well as education, and to the rest, much of that rare 
kind of mental tonic which helps to keep ‘ Anno Domini’ at bay.”— 
Bric.-GENERAL P. R. C. Groves in The Observer. 
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R. DALLAS BRETT 
(standing) 


Wings of War 

By RUDOLF STARK. Illustrated. 7s. 6d. net. 

This is a most interesting account of a 
German airman’s experiences with a famous 
“flying circus.” Rudolf Stark himself 
gained fifteen victories and for a time was 
the Leader of Staffel 34. Dogfights every day, 
thrills mingled with philosophy—a short 
life and a gay one. Rudolf Stark is in fact 
the counterpart of the ordinary good fellow 
of any Royal Flying Corps mess during the 
wat. 

“A most interesting psychological study. 
. .. Stark’s book is excellent.”—C. G. Grey 
in The Aeroplane. 


Recollections of an Airman 
By Lt.-Col. L.A. STRANGE, D.S.O., 
M.C., D.F.C. Illustrated tos. Gd. net 


Lt.-Col. L. A. Strange, who was flying 
at Hendon in pre-war days, is one of a 
small band of pioncer pilots who saw war 
service and is still actively engaged in 
aviation. Throughout aviation circles 
Lt.-Col. L. A. Strange is most popular 
and his adventures will be no less popular 
among the younger generation. 

“The best air war book of the year is that by Lt.-Col. L. A. Strange.” 
—The Observer. 

“ Entertaining from the first page to the last.”—Dazly Telegraph. 

“ This excellent book combines the three main values of literature— 
entertainment, information and ease of style.”-——Fiight. 


Solo To Sydney 
By F. C. CHICHESTER 75. 6d. net. 
Mr.F.C. Chichester, the novice airman who proved himself an 
expert flyer by his solo flight to Australia, here in his book carries 
his reader with him in his plane the whole course of the journey. 
“ Solo to Sydney will rank with War Birds as one of the extraordinarily 
few classics of aviation literature.”—A/rways. 
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Around the World in Eight Days 


By WILEY POST and HAROLD GATTY. Illustrated. 75. 6d. net. 


In Around the World in Exght Days, W. 
sy Post and H. Gatty give a complete and 

| intimate account of their wonderful and 
adventurous flight. 

Perhaps the most dramatic section of the 
whole book is the last sixteen pages—an 
exact reproduction of the pages of the actual 
log book carried on the “* Winnie Mae,” 
showing the hour-to-hour entries just as 
Mr. Gatty made them. 

“ Better than Jules Verne.” —News-Chronicle. 

“ A stirring tale.”—Times Literary Supplement. 


Flying Fury 
By aan McCUDDEN, V.C., Illustrated. Third Printing 
: 85. 6d. ner. 


——_ 
LYING ‘| James McCudden, V.C., one of England’s 
eer i | greatest aces, only three days before he was 
killed completed the story of his adventures 
in France, where he brought down fifty- 
| seven German planes. In this fascinating 
book James McCudden tells his experiences 
with the Royal Flying Corps in France, as 
mechanic, observer and pilot. Illustrated 
by Leonard Bridgman. 


= “German War Birds 
FGERMAN™ A 


_ WHR-BIRDS By “VIGILANT,” Author of Secrets 6 
Modern Spying. (lustrated. Demy 8Vvo. 


Cheap edition 3. Gd. net. 
“An interesting book which deals in 


es > 
ees 
= 
Ses splendid detail with the adventures of the 


German Flying Corps during the war.”— 
Evening News. 
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Nine Lives 
By JOHN TRANUM. Illustrated 85. Gd. net. 


Mr. John Tranum is a stunt aviator who 
has already entertained and thrilled millions 
of people. His thrilling escapades, includ- 
ing parachute descents, have been witnessed 
by hundreds of thousands and perhaps more 
still have been thrilled by his nerve testing 
feats in such films as Wings and He/l’s Angels. 


“J can promise all who tread this book as 
many thrills and as many laughs as they will get 
out of any book.”—The Aeroplane. 


“Mr. Tranum has scared millions with his tricks, he will charm 
millions with his tales.” —The Sphere. 

“ A really interesting book illustrated with good photographs, and 
I think it should give ‘ falling dreams’ to thousands.”—Punch. 


High Speed and other Flights 
By FL-Lt. H. M. SCHOFIELD. | Illustrated 155. #ét. 


A thrilling account of the life of an officer 
] in the Royal Naval Air Service, and the 
Royal Air Force, who was crashed badly in 
his first flight. His story includes a fascin- 
ating complete description of a High Speed 
training with many hitherto unsuspected 
thrills encountered by himself and other 
members of the victorious 1927 British 
Schneider Team. 

The author is probably one of the best- 
known exponents of aerobatics in this 
country, and is equally well known as a Civil Test Pilot. 


“ Valuable and enthralling.” —Daily Mail. 


“This is a book we can recommend without any hesitation for 
it is unique among air publications.”—Sheffield Daily Telegraph. 
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Fighting Planes and Aces 
(Uniform with Pictorial Flying Course) 


By Flying-Officer W. E. JOHNS. Illustrated by Howard 
Leigh. 55. net. 


oi Interest in wat planes and the Fighting 
Aces of the air is greater now than at any 
: HaHtING FINES period since 1918. The words Camel, 
‘ AND ACt3 = Spad, and Fokker and such names as Ball, 
ire = XK | Fonck and Richthofen are regarded by 
i NY z those who took part in the great struggle, 
z 


and thousands of others, with the venera- 
tion they deserve. Fighting Planes and 
| Aces is an illustrated record of the war in 
“ the air. It includes many hitherto unpub- 
nee * : s é ; y Pue 
' lished details and is absolutely authentic 
in word and picture. A volume that will 
be welcomed by everyone interested in this fascinating subject. 


“The book not only makes intensely fascinating reading but has 
also historical value.”—Morning Post. 


Night Raiders of the Air 


By A. R. KINGSFORD, Illustrated by J. Coen and Leonard 
Bridgman. Second Printing 75. 6d. net. 


Being the experience of a night-flying pilot 
who raided Hunland on many dark nights 
during the War. 

Several books have appeared on day flying 
during the War, but so far little has appeared 
dealing solely with night flying, which was 
much mote exciting and dangerous than day 
flying. 

“The account of night flying exploits is 


authentic and exciting ...the illustrations are 
first class.” —The Bookman. 
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*One Man’s War 


By BERT HALL. First cheap edition qs. Gd. net. 


A stirring diary of adventure. Lieut. Hall 
a pioneer of flying, was the first aviator to 
place spies by aeroplane in enemy territory. 
Here are rousing stories of the Foreign 
Legion, of thrilling fights in the air in France, 
Russia and Roumania, of escape from Bol- 
shevik Russia, and of exciting spy planting 
expeditions. 


oe . tematkable. This is the War, vital, 
deathly, humorous, uproarious, beastly, free- 


and-easy, as the fighting man saw it.”—Daily 
News. 


Escape Fever 
By Captain GEOFFREY HARDING 75. Gd. net. 


Only about thirty British officers 
made successful escapes from German 
prison camps during the entire period of 
the war. 

Geoffrey Harding has at last been 
persuaded to tell of his thrilling experi- 
ences from the time that he and his 
pilot were brought down in flames, be- 
hind the German lines, until he reached 
England. 


“Thrilling adventures ... would make 
the foundation of a sensational film.””—Evening News. 


“ Tragedy comedy and thrills in plerty fill the pages of this book.” 
—Jobn O’ London's Weekly. 


2 


Remember “Wings” the quarterly magazine 
containing 128 pages of flying adventures. 
Price* 1/- net. 


ies 


a War Birds 
- WAR BIRDS 
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a tmowo THR DIARY OF AN UNKNOWN 


AVIATOR 
Edited by ELLIOTT WHITE SPRINGS. 
Eighth Printing 35. Od. net. 


Life, death, praying, cursing, women and 
the snarl of shrapnel! All the wild ecstasy 
and stark tragedy of war in this unex- 
purgated diary of a flying man. 


GERALD GouLp in the Daily Express says :—“ It is the finest book 
on the war that has ever appeared, and a finer will never be written.” 


“ Entirely a masterpiece.” —Observer. 


“ This particular wat book is one of the best we have ever read... 
his story is truth itself.” New Statesman. 


“Double-Decker C666 


By HAUPT HEYDEMARCK. Illustrated. Demy 8vo. 
New Edition. Third Printing ; 35. Gd. net. 


aoe 


= 


~DOURLE.DECKER | The story of a German aeroplane of all 
if 
66 


ty C8 6 work on the Western front, and of the 
| ae pervs thrilling adventures of the pilot and observer, 


who were undoubtedly a couple of “ stout ” 
fellows. Heydemarck and Engmann were 
a good team until Fate put an end to their 
partnership. 


“Exciting air adventures on the Western 
bed & na 
Front.”—Country Life. 
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Zeppelin Adventures 


By ROLF MARBEN. Illustrated Second 
Printing 35. 6d. net. 


Herr Marben tells here of the amazing 
adventures of certain ships and their crews. 


“ A terrific and exciting tale of the adventures of the Naval Zeppe- 
lins in the Great War.” —News-Chronicle. 


TECHNICAL & INSTRUCTIONAL 


A Complete Course of 


Practical Flying 


By Lt.-Col. G. L. P,. HENDERSON. Illustrated Crown 8vo. 
Third Printing 75. 6d. net. 


A complete course for aviators dealing with the subject in 
an elementary manner which is intelligible to every beginner, 
but which, coming from a pilot of over five thousand hours’ 
experience, deals with almost every emergency, every vice, 
every blatant fault, in such a manner that anyone who seriously 
studies the book is almost certain to become a skilful aviator, 
without fear of a serious accident overtaking him. 


“ This book is a fitting monument to one of the finest British pilots. 
... This is, in my view, the best book on practical flying that has 
appeared.” —Morning Post. 

“Tt would be impossible to overpraise this volume.”—The Field. 


“Tt is as vivid and exciting as the average manual is flat and dull... . 
Certainly this book is what the title desctibes it as: ‘A Complete 
Course of Practical Fying,’ with the emphasis on the PRACTICAL 
and the COMPLETE.” —Airways. 
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A Complete Course for the Acronautical 
Ground Engineer 


By Captain S. L. COLLINS, A.M.I.A.E. In 3 Vols. 


This work is presented in three volumes amply illustrated. 
They cover the entire course necessary to qualify for the Air 
Ministry’s Ground Engineer’s Licence, “A,” “B,” “C,” “D” 
and “ X.” The author, Captain S. L. Collins, is a well-known 
aeronautical engineer and has served in the Technical Department 
Air Board, Directorate of Research, Directorate of Equipment, 
and the Aeronautical Inspection Department of the Air Ministry 
and at the Royal Aircraft Establishment, Farnborough, and other 
important Aviation Companies. This is the only complete 
work available. 


VolumelI. The Aeronautical Ground Engineer’s “A’’ and “ B” 
Licences. 75. Gd. net. 

This volume forms the first of a series designed to assist 
those who aspire to obtain Air Ministry ground engineer’s 
licences. It is amply illustrated and carries the reader through 
the entire procedure of erection and rigging of aircraft, all aircraft 
components, fuel, oil, and water systems; controls, electrical 
services, compass adjustments, in fact, all that is likely to be re- 
quired for the “‘ A ” and “ B”’ licences. 


Volume II. The Aeronautical Ground Engineer’s “C” and 
cD” Licences. 215. net. 

This volume carries the students through the entire procedure 
of aero engine installation and maintenance, general construction, 
top and complete overhaul; testing, erecting of power plant, 
fuel, oil, water, ignition systems, controls, engine instruments, 
carburettors, engine starters, magnetos and instruments, pumps, 
and in fact, such information as is likely to be required for “ C” 
and ‘“‘ D ” licences. 

*Volume III. The Aeronautical Ground Engineer’s “XxX” 
Licences. 15s. net. 

This volume deals with the repair, overhaul and testing of 
magnetos, packing and maintenance of parachutes ; adjustment, 
installation and compensation of compasses in aircraft, and gives 
all information necessary to qualify for the “ X ”’ licence. 
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Motorless Flight 


Edited by J. R. ASHWELL-COOKE (Chairman of the London 
Gliding Club). Illustrated. 75. Gd. net. 


This is the only complete book for all who aspire to become 
soaring pilots. The book consists of nine parts, each written 
by an expert on the subject. Apart from being a book of 
instruction, it deals with other phases of this sport as will be 
seen from the following chapter headings :— 


THE ENGLISH GLIDING Movement. By The Editor. 
GENERAL CONSIDERATIONS. By The Editor. 

Tue A BC or Guipinc. By M. D. Manton. 

GLIDING AND SoaRING Fiicur Turrion. By H. A. Petre. 


CONSTRUCTION: REPAIR AND MAINTENANCE OF SAIL-PLANES 
AND GLIDERS. By V.S. Gaunt, A.M.I. 


AUTOMOBILE AND AEROPLANE TowInGc. By C. H. Lowe- 
Wilde. 


ELEMENTARY AERODYNAMICS. By C. N. Colson. 
MerEoroLocy. By Captain F. Entwistle. 


The Complete Course for the 
Commercial Flying Licence 


By Captain W. L. HOPE and NORMAN W. KENNEDY. 
Illustrated. Demy 8vo BAT STALE Le 


Here is at last the complete course for the student pilot desirous 
of obtaining his or her commercial flying licence. Written by 
well-known and experienced pilots, the book is most thorough, 
covering the whole syllabus. It is written clearly and supple- 
mented by about one hundred diagrams and illustrations. 
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Fly With Me 


By Captain H. D. DAVIS, A.F.C, and CHRISTOPHER 
SPRIGG. Crown 8vo 55. net. 


Without touching upon advanced flying or “stunts,” this 
book gives the irreducible minimum, necessary to obtain an 
“A” Licence and to call oneself a pilot. It is the A B C of the 
game that is provided for by this book, which is written by 
one of the best known instructors of to-day, Captain H. D. 
Davis, the well-known pilot who directs the Brooklands School 
of Flying, in collaboration with one of his successful pupils. 

All technicalities are made as simple as possible and the 
understanding of the book demands no special knowledge from 
the reader. Here are provided the elements of piloting, devoid 
of any trimmings. 


“A sound investment for those of either sex or of any age who 
contemplate taking up aeronautics.” —Western Morning News. 


Kronfeld on Gliding and Soaring 


By ROBERT KRONFELD. Hlustrated. Demy 8vo 


£1 IS. ner. 


No one is better qualified to write on gliding and soaring flight 
than Herr Kronfeld, the world-famous motorless flight pilot. 

A feature of the book is its diagrams and photographs—there 
are about 100 of these. 

The book is the most complete, comprehensive study of 
gliding and soaring by the most experienced glider of the world. 


“ Everyone who aspires to becoming an expert soaring pilot will 
gain a very great deal from reading this book.” —F/ight. 


ig 


The Pictorial Flying Course 


mt PICTORIAL 
eLy inc COURSE 


: | 

g : SCHOFIELD 

y FLIGHT LIEUTAN TS PILOT& 
FLYING-OFFICER W.E JOHNS 


By Fl-Lt. H. M. SCHOFIELD (the 
famous Schneider Trophy Pilot) and 
Flying Officer W. E. JOHNS. Illustrated 

5s. net. 


Flight-Lt. H. M. Schofield and_ his 
collaborator and illustrator, Flying-Officer 
W. E. Johns, have exploited a novel and 
useful idea in this book of flying instruc- 
tion. It is the most popular course yet 
published. It is chiefly an illustrated 
book supplemented by text. 


** A most ingenious book.’’—The Fie/d. 
“Clear, concise, and amazingly interesting.”’-—Popular Flying. 


Scale Model Aircraft 


By J. H. STEVENS. | Illustrated 55. net. 


MODEL _ 
AIRCRAFT 


This book on model aeroplane building 
by an experienced modelist gives detailed 
instructions for the building of the Hawker 
“ Hart? Day Bomber and instruction for 
the painting of the model. It contains also 
general instruction for the construction of 
several other types of famous machines, 
such as: Bristol “Bulldog,” De Havilland 
“ Dragon,” S.E.5a, S.P.A.D.SVU, Albatros 
D.V., Pfalz D.11, Sopwith “ Pup,” Bristol 
“ Fighter,” and ‘ Hannoveraner.”” 


“ An excellent book . . . profusely illustrated.” Fight. 
“A perfect delight for the young aeroplane student.” —Nottingham 


Journal. 
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The Aircraft Modeller’s Guide 


By HOWARD LEIGH Paper Cover 25. 6d. net. 
Cloth Bound 35. 6d. net. 


ne This book contains correct dimensions, 
MAGRAFT performance figures and the General 
| wiope.ters Arrangement drawings of fifty aeroplanes of 
: @ popular make or historical interest. The list 
includes all the leading war machines: 
British, French and German; modern 
military and civil aeroplanes such as the 
Fairey Long Range Monoplane, etc. Apatt 
from model making, The Aircraft Modeller’s 
Guide is an invaluable book of reference. 


Blue Prints for Aircraft Model Builders 


General Arrangement Drawings. Scale: One Thirty-sixth. 


1s. each, post free 15. 1d. 


HAWKER “ Harv.” 

ARMSTRONG WuHiITWorTH A.W.XVI. 
Bristow “‘ Bunupoc.” 

Dr Havintanp “ Dracon” (D.H.84). 
Bristou “‘ FIGHTER.” 

SopwitH “ Pup.” 

Tue “ Spap”’ S.VII. 

THe “ Atsatros ” 1D.V. 

Tue “ Roranp ” D.II. 

THE “ HANNOVERANER.” 

THE S.E.5. 

SOPWITH “‘ SNIPE.” 
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THE ACE SERIES 


Illustrated. 35. 6d. net per volume Three new titles 


* " . . 
Biggles Flies Again 

By Captain W. E. JOHNS. 

Further flying adventures of that popular trio, Captain James 
Bigglesworth, Algernon Montgomery Lacey and Smyth. 

Stranded in British Guiana with a Vickers amphibian—the 
Vandal—theit sole asset, Biggles, Algv and Smyth decide to work 
their way back to England. Read of the many thrilling adven- 
tures which they meet in various parts of the world, before 
finally reaching England. How they stage the very daring rescue 
of a South American President’s daughter who has been captured 
and held for ransom by brigands ; how Biggles, kidnapped and 
held a prisoner in his own plane, rescues his kidnapper who is 
fatally wounded by natives, and returns with a bag of gold. 

A thrilling book by this popular author. 


"The Camels Ate Coming 
By Captain W. E. JOHNS. 

An exciting story of the flying adventures of Capt. James 
Bigglesworth. “ Biggles”’ is a fictitious character, yet he could 
have been found in any R.F.C. Mess during those great days of 
1917 and 1918, when air combat had become the order of the day 
and air duelling was a fine art. He represents the spirit of the 
R.F.C., daring and deadly when in the air, devil-may-care and 
debonair when on the ground. In those eventful years, every day 
—almost every hour—brought adventure, tragic or humorous, 


to the man in the air. 20 


ig The Crubseof | 
b Se Condor: i 


* ° . 
Wings of Revolution 
By J. RAILTON HOLDEN. 

The Brothers Yates, Ben Adams and Captain Hilton, inventors 
of the Hornet Aeroplane, whose adventurous exploits were 
recorded in The Hornets’ Nest here appear again. Again they 
find adventures and are threatened by death—-in the desert and in 
the air. A fine book of flying adventures. 


THE ACE’ SERIES 


Illustrated. 35. 6d. net per volume. 
Previously Published. 


BIGGLES OF THE CAMEL SQUADRON. Capt. W. E. Johns. 

Tue Spy Fryers. Capt. W. E. Johns. 

THE CRUISE OF THE CONDOR. Capt. W. E. Johns. 

Wincs: Friyrinc ApvENTurES. Edited by Capt. W. E. Johns. 

RHODES OF THE 94TH. Frederic N. Litten. 

Tue Hornets’ Nest. J. Railton Holden. 

ARNOLD ADAIR WITH THE FRENCH AcES. Colonel Laurence 
Driggs. 

ARNOLD ADAIR WITH THE ENGLISH AczEs. Colonel Laurence 
Driggs. 

Tue Prrate Airsuip. John Noy. 

Desert WincGs. Covington Clarke. 

For Vatour. Covington Clarke. 

Aces Up. Covington Clarke. 
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AERIAL ART 
Kight Fine Water Colours 


By STANLEY ORTON BRADSHAW 


In Furi Cry A Furious Divs 
Fine coloured reproductions of the eight pictures by Stanley Orton Bradshaw, 
mentioned below, are now available. The set of cight 
Size 102” x 7} unmounted. Price 1s.6d. Postage 2d. 128, post free 
15” x 12” mounted, Price 2s. 6d. Postage 3d. 7 


The set of eight 
. THE CAMELS ARE COMING. Camels in flight. 20s. post free. 

. THE DOG FIGHT, Featuring Spads and Fokker D.VII. 

- INTO THE BLUE. Hawker Furies zooming. 

. THE DUEL. Bristol Fighter ». Fokker D.VII. 

. A FURIOUS DIVE. Hawker Furies. 

IN FULL CRY. S.E.5’s after Albatros. 

THE BEAUTY OF FLIGHT. A fine study ot a Hawker Hart, 

. PUPS AFTER GAME. Sopwith “ Pups.” 
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SCY QAM Rwn a 


Sepia Prints 
By HOWARD LEIGH 


These delightful prints of famous war-time aeroplares, by Howard Leigh, 
the well-known specialist in aviation att, have been reproduced by the collotype 
process. 


Size of picture, 9” X 7° on paper 15” X 11” 


Price 2s. per title, 


Postage 3d. 


The 24 reproductions now available are : 


- 
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B.E.2c 

R.E.8 

F.E.2b 

IDLaly 

D.H.4 

D.H.9 

Avro TRAINING BIPLANE 
Bristol FIGHTER 
HANDLEY PAGE 0/400 
SopwitH “ Pup ” 


. SoPWITH 14 STRUTTER 
. SOPWITH CAMEL 
. SOPWITH TRIPLANE 


14. 
15. 
16, 
17s 


18. 


19. 
20. 
Dite 
225 
23 
24. 
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SopwiTH SNIPE 

S.E.<a 

Vickers Gun Bus 

Nieveort Two-SEATER 
FIGHTER 

Nreuprort XX VII SINGLE- 
SEATER 

SPAD 

ABatTros D.V 

Gorua G.II 

FOKKER TRIPLANE 

Foxxker D.VII 

HANNOVERANER 


GENERAL LITERATURE 
Four Spies Speak 


Edited by HEINZ ECKE 85. 6d. net. 


A most interesting book of spying adventures and, as indicated 
by the title, consisting of the accounts given by four spies—a 
German, an Englishman, a Frenchman and a Russian woman. 
The experiences related are mainly post-war. 

The German gives details of his work against the French in 
the Ruhr and Rhine districts. The Englishman relates his 
experiences in many countries. The French spy relates the best 
feats of his country’s agents. The Russian spy tells of a con- 
spiracy by the big oil companies to force a war on Russia. 


Previously Published 
Rollicking Chronicles of Touchard-Lafosse 


Vol. J. ACCORDING TO THE CARDINAL 125. 6d. 
Vol. IL. THe PAssinc oF THE CARDINAL 125. 6d. 
Vol. III. Louis XIV anp MADAME DE MAINTENON L200 6d. 


Vol. IV. THe TriumpH oF MADAME DE MAINTENON 12s. 6d. 
THE INrr1GuING DucueEss ; by Dorothy de Brissac Camp- 


bell 15s. wet. 
THE PAssIONATE PrLGRIM; by Gertrude Marvin Williams 
185. net. 
Unpiptomatic Memories; by William Franklin Sands 
125.. 6d. net. 
THE Book oF THE KNIGHT OF LA Tour LANDRY Ios. 6d. net. 
THE CocxraiL Boox 25. 6d. net. 
THE LIFE AND UNCOMMON ADVENTURES OF CAPTAIN 
Dubey BRADSTREET 10s. Gd. net. 
[ve Gor Your NuMBER ; by Webster and Hopkins 35. 6d. net. 
SECRETS OF MopDERN Spyinc ; by “ Vigilant ” 1 Az. 
Spy AND CouNTER Spy; by R. W. Rowan 75. Gd. net. 
THe BANKRUPTCY OF MARRIAGE; by V.F. Calverton 75. 6d. net. 
THE Lecion Marcues; by F. Klose 15s. net. 
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The International Cook Books 


By MADAME F. NIETLISPACH. Translated and adapted 
by M. F. Daniels. 


Throughout Europe these cookery books are well known ; translated 
into many European languages they have proved most successful and more 
than a million copies have been sold. These books of Mme. Nietlispach, 
translated and adapted, are now available for English and American 
housewives ; by whom they will most assuredly be welcomed. 


See the two following pages. 
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The International Cook Books 


These six volumes can be obtained in 
an attractive presentation case. They 
make a most acceptable wedding 
present. £1 4 0 net. 


MORE THAN A MILLION COPIES 
OF THESE BOOKS HAVE BEEN 
SOLD 


Egg and Chcese Dishes 


This book describes many ways of serving attractively boiled 
eggs, scrambled eggs, fried eggs, poached eggs and eggs in soft 
drinks; also pancakes and omelettes, cheese patés, cheese 
dumplings, cheese with rice, with tomatoes and with different 
vegetables ; fondues and sauces. 

Fifteen illustrations in colour and twenty in half-tone. 

35. 6d. net. 


Vegetable and Fruit Dishes 


For some years Mme. Nietlispach has been a vegetarian. In 
this book she emphasizes the necessity of using pure and un- 
adulterated foods, and of keeping the rules she quotes. Every 
month has its collection of menus for scups, vegetable dishes, 
salads and fruit dishes. 

‘Twenty-seven illustrations in colour. 35. 6d. net. 


Fish, Game and Poultry 


Over a hundred and fifty recipes for cooking every kind of 
fish and shell fish, including fish soups, fish fried, boiled, steamed, 
roasted, en casserole, in aspic, in salads, and the preparation of the 
various sauces. 

Also the cooking and poten of venison, hare, rabbits, 
boat’s head, poultry, geese, woodcock, quail, turkey, pigeon, 
duck and grouse, for the table. 

Twenty-two illustrations in colour and nineteen in half tone. 

35. Gd. net. 
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The International Cook Books continued. 


Cold Dishes and Hors-d’CEuvre 


A very complete book of cold dishes for hot days, and 
extremely useful to the housewife who wants ideas for cold 
lunches and suppers. It includes the preparation of cold sauces 
and dressings, salads, aspics, eggs, tomatoes and sandwiches, 
also the varied arrangement and composition of hors d’ceuvre, 
and of more substantial meat dishes. 

Part two of this book contains recipes for creams, sweet 
sauces, puddings, flans, sweets with rice, fruit cups and salads, 
sweets with whipped cream, ices of all kinds, cooling drinks, 
punches and egg flips. Thirty illustrations in colour and sixteen 
in half-tone. 

35. 6d. net. 


Two Hundred Dinners 


Side by side are four menus, one very simple, one for the 
vegetarian, another slightly fuller and one more elaborate. 
Recipes for the items on each menu are given. Extra recipes 
are added for quickly cooked dishes, hot entremets, various hors- 
d’ceuvre, soufflés, compétes, tarts, sweets and creams, and 
salads. A chapter is given to the serving and arrangement 
of the meals. 

Sixty-four illustrations in colour. 5s. net. 


Pies, Pastries, Puddings and Sweets 


This volume contains directions and illustrations of the 
more unusual methods of shaping and decorating cakes and 
pastries ; also recipes for various pastry and bread, cakes and 
tarts with fruit, raised and decorated pastries, pancakes and fritters, 
puddings and soufllés, moulds, jellies and creams, the prepara- 
tion and serving of fresh fruits, sauces and decorations. 

Forty illustrations in colour and thirty-five in half tone. 

55. ner. 
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“Honeymoon in Peril 
By JANE SEYMOUR WEST 75. 6d. net. 


A fascinating and charming love story by 
a Scottish author, of two very attractive 
young people who are forced into marriage. 
How they fall passionately in love with each 
other through the bright eyes of danger, 
the exciting adventures that befall them 
during their cruising honeymoon around 
Skye, the capture of the bride while bathing 
and her subsequent rescue by her husband 
and the British Navy, are all described in a 
thrilling and dramatic narrative which will 
hold the reader’s breathless interest to the last page. 


"Murder Upstairs 
By ADAM BLISS 75. 6d. net. 


At the time the largest and sharpest 
carving knife disappeared from the buffet 
there were eight “ paying-guests ”’—-as Mrs. 
Penny called her boarders—living in the 
old-fashioned three-storey house. In spite 
of minor differences they got along together 
well enough, particularly at Mrs. Penny’s 
meeeeesceny §6excellently managed table—until murder 

bec a ge stalked up the broad staircase, not once, but 

< fA twice; and but for the quick action of 

, ITA Detective Larrabee, might have struck again. 

And Mrs. Penny, who had assumed that 

everyone was as straightforward as herself, 
learned a thing or two about Andrew Darien, Robert Talbot and 
Marcella Cambridge, and plenty more about her old friend Lucy 
Upham, and Conrad Withers and pretty little Janet Bell, and Mrs. 
Starmount and Mr. Hemingway. 

Murder Upstairs makes an absorbing mystery so skilfully is it 
handled and so engagingly is it written. Mystery story readers 
will welcome Adam Bliss to that select company of writers who 
have been able to produce a really fascinating story without 
having recourse to improbable characters, bizarre situations or 
illogical solutions. 
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“The Point of a Thousand Spears 


By L. PATRICK GREENE, authorof The Major—Diamond Buyer, 
ete 75. 6d. net. 


Sergt. Lancey, veteran of the British 
South African Police, that popular 
character of LL, Patrick Greene, relates 
more of his exciting adventures. Ad- 
ventures by day and night in dorp and 
jungle ; in search of ivory, in the ele- 
phant country; how youngsters on 
their first patrols, in face of grave 
danger, prove themselves true members 
of this fine force. 


The author has rightly been termed 
“The Kipling of South Aftica.” 


L. PATRICK GREENE 


Author of many popular 
adventute stories 


3,000,000 Copies of this Great Book have been sold 
throughout the world 


*“Yama—The Pit 


The first cheap edition 


By ALEXANDRE KUPRIN. 4th printing 
5S. ner. 


The underworld life of a great city—its 
unfortunate women—its prosaic acceptance 
of hotror—these are the theme of Kuprin’s 
great novel. 
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